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PREFACE 



TO 



THE FIRST EDITION. 



<o« 



In draWino up a short Memoir of the life of the Cui6 
d'Ars — 4he materials for which have for the most part 
been furnished by the more detailed biography of M, 
the Abbe Monnin — we have been actuated by the wish 
to lay before the English reader a narrative so extraor- 
dinary, accompanied by circumstances so unaccountable, 
as to baffle every mode of explanation that has sug- 
gested itself to our own mind. 

The questions likely to arise in the mind of the 
reader, on the perusal of the following pages, 'we con- 
ceive will be : First, was M. Vianney a man of sincere 
piety? And secondly, if so, did he himself believe 
in the truth of the miracles recorded ; or did he deem 
if^ his duty to be a party to the production of these 
marvellous appearances, and think that he was doing 
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God service by seeking to impose upon the world a 
belief in what he himself knew to be a lie and a 
delusion ? 

Another question which presses itself upon onr own 
mind, and which, perhaps, may suggest itself to the 
minds of others, is this — were the singular circumstances 
related, the wonderful cures recorded, the result of mere 
imagination, or are they to be ascribed in any measure 
to the intervention of supernatural agency ? 

We venture simply to note these natural and pro- 
bable inquiries: most gladly would we receive any 
light or suggestion which would help towards their 
solution. 

It may possibly be objected by some, that this bio- 
graphy has the appearance of being written too much 
from a Boman Catholic point of view. To this we 
would reply, that having chiefly drawn our information 
from the work of a devout member of the Church of 
Borne, it would have been no easy task to eliminate 
from each fact the sentiment and feeling with which we 
have found it, so to speak, wrapt up and penetrated ; 
we have, indeed, been at little pains to make the 
attempt* Our object in transcribing the following 
pages being mainly to lay before the reader — just as 
we have found them recorded, and with such evidence 
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to their truth as has been adduced — the strange and 
singular circumstances connected with the life of the 
Cure d'Ars, and not by any means to seek to bias his 
judgment, or to intrude our own religious opinions and 
sentiments. 

G. M. 

London, 1868. 
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CHAPTEE L 

BIRTH OF J.-M. yiANNET — HIS EARLY CHILDHOOI). 

Jban-Baptiste-Marib Viannbt, whose remarkable his- 
tory we propose to present to the English reader, was 
born May 8, 1786. His parents, Matthieu Vianney 
and Marie Beluse, were earnest and devout Boman 
Catholics. The former was of a vigorous and energetic 
character ; and though an excellent man, he was, per- 
haps, inclined by nature rather to severity than to 
tenderness. His mother, on the contrary, was possessed 
of the sweetest and most affectionate disposition; she 
brought into the relations of daily life the most amiable 
urbanity of manner, combined with an elevation of 
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2 THE CURfi D'aES. 

sentiment, which proceeded in her from a heart en- 
nobled by religion. 

Before the birth of her second son, the subject of our 
narrative, this pious mother had frequently offered him 
to ' the Lord,' and to * the Good Virgin.' She had even 
made a secret vow that, if it pleased Grod to grant to 
her the desire of her heart, the infant should be conse- 
crated to His service ; and it was in consequence of 
these maternal resolutions that, at his baptism, which 
took place on the day of his birth, the child received 
the double name of Jean-Baptiste and of Marie. 

He was presented to the Church by his paternal 
uncle, Jean-Marie Vianney, assisted by his wife, Fran- 
foise Martinou. 

The strong tendency to devotion, which manifested 
itself in M. Vianney from his earliest childhood, was 
carefully fostered by his mother. 

At eighteen months old he was accustomed to place 
his little hands in hers, and to repeat after her portions 
of the formularies and prayers of their Church ; and it 
was Madame Vianney herself— as he often related in 
after-life — who, every morning, awoke all the young 
family, and endeavoured to direct the first thoughts of 
each of her children to God. 

On one occasion, when the venerable Cure d'Ars was 
talking over the memories of his childhood, one of his 
friends remarked that he was very happy in having so 
early experienced a taste for prayer. 

* After God,' replied he, *this was the work of my 
mother ; she was so good I " My little Jean-Marie," she 
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would often say, " if I saw you offend the good G-od, 
that would grieve me far more than if it were any other 
of my children.*' ' 

Jean-Marie manifested in his very infancy an extra- 
ordinary love for prayer ; when hardly able to speak, 
he would attempt to join in every religious exercise 
which took place in his presence^ and he no sooner 
heard the ringing of the * Angelus,' whether at noon or 
at sunset, than — the first to set the example to the 
whole famfly-he would kneel down, and, with infan- 
tine gravity, repeat the Ave Maria. 

He had, in the paternal home, different little hiding- 
places, whither he would often retire, and where he 
was frequently found endeavouring to recite all the 
prayers he could remember. 

The first present which he received was an image of 
wood of the Virgin, given to him by his mother, but 
even at this early age his ' dear little statue ' of the 
Virgin, was to this serious child rather an object of 
pious veneration than a plaything. The very sight of 
it caused him delight, and he knew no childish grief 
of which it was not the sufficient and infallible cure. 
^ Oh, how I loved this statue I ' said he, after the lapse 
of sixty years. * I could not separate myself from it 
day or night, and I never lay down to sleep mthout 
placing it by my side.* 

The long winter evenings he generally passed con- 
versing with his mother about Grod and heaven, and 
other holy subjects; an extraordinary devotion to the 
Virgin Mary manifested itself in him at a very early 

B 2 
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age, and appeared each day to deepen more and 
more. 

^You have now for a long while loved the Holy 
Virgin,' his assistant-priest one day remarked to him. 

*I loved her before I even. knew her,' he replied; 
* it is my oldest aflFection.' 

One day, when the little Vianney was four years old, 
he disappeared, and no one could tell what had be- 
come of him ; his mother sought him long and with 
increasing anxiety, at length she discovered him on his 
knees in a comer of the stable, praying fervently, — not 
willing that her joy and admiration should transpire, 
she only reproached him for going so far from her to 
say his prayers. Distressed at the grief he had caused 
his mother, the child threw himself into her arms, ex- 
claiming, in a tone of the deepest humility, * Forgive 
me, mother, I did not mean to give you pain.' 

On another occasion, a neighbour, who was not very 
devout, said to M. Vianney (the father), * I think that 
your little brunet takes me for the devil, for he never 
ceases crossing himself in my presence.' 

His mother, fearing lest the child, young as he was, 
might be seeking to make himself remarkable, ad- 
dressed to him some remonstrances ; he received them 
with great docility, and then replied, ^I did not know 
that our neighbour saw me ; but is it not right, before 
we begin and when we finish prayer, to make the sign 
of the cross?' 

Such was the childhood of M. Vianney. According 
to the writer from whom we have chiefly drawn our 
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information, * prayer was his sweetest pastime ; and so 
far ' from being pressed to perform the duties of his 
religion, as is the case with so many, he was ever the 
first to solicit permission to avail himself of every 
opportunity of doing so.' 

* You must make a priest of your son,' said the neigh- 
bours, who were witnesses of his eagerness to assist at 
every religious ceremony, and remarked that he already 
knew the litanies. 

But the period had now arrived when these holy joys 
were to be disturbed. The day had come when the 
doors of the little church of Dardilly were no longer 
opened at the hour appointed for the Sunday offices, 
and the bell no longer called the people to prayer. 
When the astonished child asked his mother why she 
did not send him to the mass as usual, the poor woman 
only replied by wiping away a tear, and by placing her 
hand on her heart, in order to indicate to him, that 
henceforth there was the only temple where the worship 
of God would be permitted. 

The Bevolution had indeed come to close the churches, 
to upset the altars, to drive away the priests, and to 
prohibit, under the name of a new species of liberty, 
every public expression of. the Catholic faith. M. 
Vianney was at this time hardly eight years of age, but 
it was already too late to tear from his heart the senti- 
ment which appears to have entered into it with his 
life, and to have grown with his growth. In proportion 
as he saw annihilated around him those objects which 
he had learned to love and respect, so much the more 
closely did he cleave to, and revere them in his heart* 
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CHAPTER II. 

JEAN-MARIE, SHEPHERD. — ^HIS LOVE TO GOD AND 

TO THE POOR. 

It is the custom among the peasantry in France to 
take their share at a very early age in the labour which 
devolves upon that class. At seven years the child 
becomes a shepherd. 

Matthieu Vianney had in his stable four or five cows, 
an ass, and three sheep ; it was now the task of Jean- 
Marie to lead them out to graze in the dififerent pasture- 
lands possessed by his father. 

Not far from the village of Dardilly lies a beautiful 
valley, through the midst of which a sparkling river 
pursues its rapid course ; the banks on either side pre- 
sent a rich variety of meadow, wood, and pasture-land ; 
this place is called Chante-Merle, from the name of the 
bird whose song is so constantly heard there ; in this 
neighbourhood lay the chief grazing-lands of the 
Vianneys, and it was here that Jean-Marie was most 
frequently to be seen, with his ass and his three sheep. 

When the young shepherds — his companions — saw 
him approaching, his crook in one hand, his little image 
of the Virgin pressed against his bosom with the other, 
they would run to meet him with noisy acclamations ; 
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for though he never joined in their childish sports, and 
often remained silent and abstracted, apparently ab- 
sorbed in some grave contemplation, even in the very 
midst of their lively mirth, still his kindness of dis- 
position and sweet engaging manners had gained for 
him every heart; and it was always a general disap- 
pointment when he did not appear amongst tbem. 

On joining his young companions, his first care was 
to devise a little altar of turf, upon which his Madonna 
was reverently placed, and after he had himself first 
offered to her his homage, he would Invite all the band 
to do the same. When this ceremony was over, and he 
had fervently recited the angePs salutation, he would 
preach to his young audience, devotion to ' the Holy 
Virgin.' 

Sometimes his companions would listen to him with 
rapt attention, at other times their buoyant spirits would 
prevail, and they would abandon the young preacher in 
order to engage in less tranquil exercises. 

It was not without pain that Jean-Marie found him- 
self thus deserted ; on these occasions he would place 
his image in the hollow of a tree, and console himself 
by spending hours in prayer before it 

One day, the young shepherd — he was then only 
seven years old, accompanied by Marion Vincent, a 
little neighbour of the same age as himself — ^was lead- 
ing his ass, laden with corn, to the mill of Saint Didier : 
the weather was hot, and the two children sat down in 
a shady spot to rest; their little prattle then became 
more intimate. 
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* I think,' said Jean-Marie, ' that we two should 
agree very well.' 

' Yes,' replied Marion,* ' and if our parents consent, 
we will marry/ 

* Oh ! as to that,' quickly replied Jean-Marie^ ' do 
not speak of it — never speak of it.' 

Whatever may have been the child's idea on this 
subject, it is certain that, at that tender age, all his 
thoughts, all his sentiments, were concentrated in the 
desire to serve Crod, and to dedicate himself to His 
service. 

A remarkable feature in the character of Vianney 
was his great love and charity for the poor. His father's 
house had ever been the asylum of every unhappy 
wanderer, who would there demand or accept hospitality. 
During the winter season, a fire was lit, and a table 
spread in the large kitchen for all who would partake 
of the welcome though frugal fare ; after the supper 
was concluded, and the family, with all who were 
present, had joined in their evening prayer, Matthieu 
Vianney would provide such sleeping accommodation 
as he could command, whether in the hay-loft or in the 
cellar, for his poor guests. 

Amongst the poor who one day sat down to his table, 
was Benoit-Joseph Labre, afterwards celebrated in the 
Boman Catholic Church for his saintly life, and for the 
miracles which are stated to have been performed over 

* Marion Vincent is stiU living : she resides at Bardilly, in a house 
near to that of the Vianneys : it "was she \(rho, sitting with her spinning- 
wheel before her door, related, with tears, this innocent narrative. 
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his grave ; at this period of our narrative he was twenty 
years of age, and it was on his way to Italy that he 
appeared at the house of Matthieu Vianney. He bore 
every mark of the most extreme destitution and poverty ; 
his tattered raiment was fastened round his waist by a 
miserable cord, his hair was dishevelled^ and an old 
cloak hung in shreds about his shoulders. 

Thirteen years afterwards he was found dying before 
the shrine of the Madonna of the Mountains ; he was 
followed to the grave by princes and people, and buried 
with saintly honours near the spot where it appears he 
had fallen a victim to his long devotion. His remains 
were, at a later period, removed hence by a decree of 
Pius IX., and placed upon the altar of the church of 
Sainte-Marie des Monts. 

Jean-Marie had no greater happiness than to second 
his parents in the exercise of their pious hospitality ; 
his heart was always deeply touched by the sight of the 
poor wanderers who frequented his father's house, and 
nothing could exceed the zeal and activity with which 
he sought to supply their more pressing wants; he 
would draw them one by one to the fire, beginning with 
the little ones ; and his delight was to take the dessert 
from the paternal table, and distribute it among them, 
adding to it always a large share of his own repast ; he 
would then examine their wardrobe, and solicit from his 
mother for one a shirt, for another a vest, for another a 
pair of boots. 

Not satisfied, however, with administering only to 
their temporal wants, he endeavoured to teach the little 
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children the prayers and formularies which he had him- 
self leained ; and would exhort them to be good, to love 
God, not to complain of their lot, but to bear their 
trials patiently in the view of an eternal life. Though 
these exhortations were chiefly addressed to the children, 
still all who were present, young and old, listened with 
equal attention to the voice of the child-preacher, and, 
before they departed, all pressed their thanks and bless- 
ings upon him. 
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CHAPTER in. 

THE FIRST COMMUNION OF JEAN-HARIS.— HE IS EMPLOYED IK 
WORKING IN THE FIELDS. — ^HIS LOVE OF PRATER AND VIRTUOUS 
DISPOSITION. 

The early piety of young Vianney formed a striking 
contrast with the manners of the disastrous epoch in 
which the early part of his youth was passed. 

France, nearly deprived of her clergy, and public 
worship having well-nigh ceased in the land, might be 
said to be a nation without God, but for the religious 
exercises which were still maintained in the interior of 
families, and, where it was possible, in other secret 
sanctuaries. On these occasions, in the absence of the 
priests, some pious layman, or holy woman, or perhaps 
a nun expelled from her convent, would preside at the 
recitation of the prayers of the mass, whilst a few 
courageous men were Stationed at the limits of the 
parish, ready to give the alarm in case of the approach 
of the persecutors. 

Only a small number of the ' faithful priests ' re- 
mained in the country. Hunted like wild beasts, 
wandering about under every description of disguise, 
hiding themselves in barns or woods, or in any other 
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near refuge, they often administered the sacraments 
and celebrated the mass in the middle of the night, and 
at the peril of their lives. 

The * sworn priests ' were few in number, and where 
they were to be found, as at Dardilly, the public con- 
tempt with which they were regarded condemned them 
to almost absolute solitude; their congregations generally 
consisted only of the constituted authorities, of those 
who were attached to their service, and of a few in- 
different individuals who could not accustom themselves 
to omit altogether the Sunday offices, but who secretly 
prayed on their way to church that God would forgive 
them for going to hear the jureur. The more devout 
Catholics, as the Vianneys and the Boluses, never ap- 
peared at these services : they preferred making a long 
journey, in order to receive the mass from a ^faithful 
pHest ' at EcuUy or elsewhere. 

In the meantime the ninth Thermidor had, in some 
measure, mitigated the violence of the persecution ; the 
revolutionary paroxysm had abated, and, under the cover 
of a forced but precarious tolerance, some of the pro- 
scribed priests ventured to reappear. Even at an earlier 
period than that to which we refer, the parish of EcuUy 
had clandestinely received and sheltered several priests 
and two nuns. Among these courageous priests was the 
Abb^ Groboz.* The two nuns were Sister Deville and 
Sister Combet, of the order of Saint-Charles* These 
pious women persevered, notwithstanding the new de- 

* The same Abb^ Groboz who was afterwards private secretary to 
Cardinal Fesch. 
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crees, in their vocation, and, as far as it was possible, 
continued to observe their nile. 

The mother of Vianney attended all the secret meet- 
ings which took place at Dardilly and Ecully, for the 
celebration of the proscribed worship ; she was often 
accompanied by her son. One day the Abbe Groboz * 
met the boy, and, attracted by his sweet and modest 
air, stopped to caress him, and then asked his age. 

* Eleven years,' replied Jean-Marie. 

'And how long is it since you have confessed ? ' 

* I have never confessed.' 

' Never? ' replied the Abb^ ; and he insisted that this 
act should be at once performed. Doubtless he wai^ 
well pleased by what he discovered of the child's mind, 
for he afterwards begged his mother to have him re- 
moved to the house of his grandfather at Ecully, in 
order that he might there follow the necessary course 
of instruction, preparatory to his first communion. 

It was the two sisters, of whom we have already 
spoken, who performed the fimctions of catechists on 
this occasion. From the hands of the sisters, the 
aspirants to the first communion passed into those of 
the missionaries, who assembled them for instruction ; 
sometimes in one house, sometimes in another, and 
always in the night, in order to prevent the suspicions 
of the republican police. 

The first communion of Jean-Marie was performed 
in a stable, which was converted for the occasion into a 
chapel. At the door were placed carts of hay, in order 
to prevent any invasion of the ill-intentioned. This 
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important act of his life made a deep impression upon 
the mind of the young disciple. He afterwards appeared 
to be, if possible, more than ever devoted to his religion ; 
and such was the purity and innocence of his life, that 
he was constantly proposed as a model to his young 
companions. He was often heard to say, in later years : 
* Quand fitais jeunCy je ne connaissais pas le ladL, 
Je ifCai appris a le cormattre qw^au confessionnaV 

' Our mother,' relates his sister Margaret, ' was so 
sure of the obedience of Jean*Marie, that when she 
experienced on the part of any other of her children 
the least resistance or unwillingness to obey her orders, 
her usual resource was to intimate them to him ; and 
then, upon his prompt and never-failing obedience, she 
would point him out to us as an example. 

* He usually went to work in the fields, with the men 
of the house ; so long as the task was a common one, 
he conscientiously furnished his contingent of labour 
according to his strength, and all passed off amicably ; 
but one day, when he was sent to the vineyard alone 
with Franfois, he exhausted himself with vainly endea- 
vouring to keep up with his brother, who, being the 
elder, considered himself bound to accomplish the 
greater task. Poor Jean-Marie complained to his 
mother, on his return home, that Fran9ois worked too 
fast, and that he could not keep pace with him. 

* ** Franpois," said she, ** make less haste with your 
work, or at least give your brother, from time to time, 
a little help; you know that he is younger and lefis 
strong than yourself." 
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* ** But," said Francois, " my brother is not obliged 
to do as much as I am. What would they say, if the 
elder was not in advance of the younger ? ^' 

' The next day,' continues Margaret, ^ a nun, who had 
been expelled from her convent, and had taken refuge 
with her family at Dardilly, gave my brother Jean- 
Marie — whose piety had gained her affection — a little 
statue of the Holy Virgin. 

^ This present came very a propos ; my brother 
thought he had secured a help and support against the 
activity of Francois* The first time afterwards that 
they were sent together to the vineyard, before he began 
to work he took his little statue, and, placing it a short 
distance in advance of him, he prayed the Holy Virgin, 
as he approached it, to help him to keep pace with his 
brother. When he reached the image he took it up 
quickly, placed it anew before him, and, resuming his 
pickaxe, again prayed, advanced and kept by the side 
of Francois, who, not being able any longer to out- 
strip him, confessed with some vexation, on his return 
home, that the Holy Virgin had helped his brother so 
well that he had done as much work as himself. Our 
mother smiled, but, like a wise and prudent woman, 
did not say a word, lest she should give encouragement 
to self-love.' 

These labours in the field, fatiguing and arduous as 
they were, never distracted the thoughts of Jean-Marie 
from those holy subjects by which he seemed to be con- 
tinually absorbed. 

< When I was alone in the fields, with my spade or 
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my pickaxe in my hand/ often remarked the CurS 
d'Ars, ^ I prayed aloud ; when I was in company, I 
prayed silently. If, now that I cultivate souls,' added 
he, ' I had time to think of my own, to pray and to 
meditate as in the days when I cultivated my father's 
lands, how happy I should be. At that time there was 
at least some cessation of labour ; after dinner there 
was always an interval of rest, when I lay down on the 
ground with the others, and pretended to sleep, but I 
prayed to Grod with all my heart. Oh, those were 
happy days ! * 

' How happy I was,' repeated he, less than a month 
before his death, ' when I had only my three sheep and 
my ass to take care of* Poor little gray ass I he was 
fully thirty years old when we lost him. At that time 
I could pray to Grod quite at my ease ; my head was 
not overtaxed then, as it is now. It was as a running 
stream, which had only to follow its natural bent.' 

Whether on his way to church or on his way home, 
he was continually engaged in prayer or in reciting his 
chaplet. If he met with any children of his own age 
he would persuade them to join him, and, as they went 
along, he taught them the catechism. 

One evening, when he was returning from the vine- 
yard with his eldest brother and a band of workmen, 
his chaplet in his hand, and telling his beads, as he 
walked along a few paces behind the others, one of the 
vinedressers, turning towards Franpois, said to him in a 
mocking tone, * Why do you not also mutter your pater- 
nosters with your brother ? * Franf ois coloured a little. 



HIS LOVE OP PRAYER. 1 7 

but Jean-Marie, not the least disconcerted, quietly 
continued his prayer.. 

Notwithstanding that during the day he was occupied 
with very hard work for his age, he spent the evenings 
studying by lamplight his gospels and catechism^ and, 
when he had learnt them by heart, he would meditate 
gravely upon them, never suspending his studious occu- 
pation till, overcome by sleep, he was obliged to yield 
to the claims of nature. 

He never joined in the usual diversions* of his young 
companions. His only distraction, during the hours 
allotted to recreation and repose, was in making little 
clay figures of nuns and priests, with altars, surrounded 
by worshippers on their knees ; but though he attached 
a certain value to these infantine creations, he could yet 
relinquish them on certain conditions. 

If he heard of a mass to take place in the neighbour- 
hood, his first impulse was to run thither; when re- 
minded that he must not leave his work, he would not 
persist, but it was easy to read his disappointment in 
his countenance. If anyone offered to undertake his 
task for him, on condition that he would give up his 
little saints, he would quickly abandon them, and hasten 
to the mass ;. there he might be seen, on his knees, ap- 
parently plunged in the most profound contemplation. 
So heartfelt was his devotion that his face was often 
suffused with tears. After the mass, he .would kneel 
'a moment before the image of the Virgin, and then 

* It is stated by two cousins of Vianney, now inhabiting the village 
of Dardilly, that he was never known to join in any sport. 

C 
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return to his home with a joyful heart and radiant 
countenance. 

The recollection of the tranquil years of his youth, 
passed in the severe and humble labours of the field, 
ever remained dear to the heart of the Cure d'Ars: 
often, in the hours of cordial and intimate intercourse 
with his friends, he would recur to them. * During my 
youth,' he would say, * I tilled the ground ; I am not 
ashamed of it, I am only a poor husbandman ; while 
handling my pickaxe, I have often said to myself, " You 
must also cultivate your soul, and root out the weeds, 
in order to prepare it for God's good seed." ' 



COMMENCES HIS STUDIES. 



CHAPTER IV. 

J.-M. VIANKET COMMENCES HIS STUDIES WITH THE 

ABB^ BALLET. 

At length, after Laving seen their churches destroyed, 
their altars profaned, their priests proscribed, or put to 
death, the Catholics of France were again permitted 
the free exercise of their religion. 

The Revolution, exhausted by its own violence, and 
weary as it were of itself, had now found its master. 
The First Consul thought that he was doing much for 
the Church in restoring to it, though in a limited 
measure, a little of that liberty which is its strength 
and its life, in reopening for worship some of those 
edifices which '93 had spared, and in restoring to it, 
under the form of a public donation, a small part of 
the vast property which it had formerly possessed. 

But there still remained one thing to be done, which 
surpassed the limits of his power : this was to restore to 
France the Christianity of former days ; to repair the 
ruin which ten years of religious and social anarchy had 
wrought in the heart of the nation. 

The temples were reopened; but, under their cold 
and silent vaults, the people, eager for the sacred truths 
of which they had been so long deprived, often waited 

G 2 
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in vain for the words of life. Many parishes entirely 
abandoned, many others, under the charge of old con- 
stitutional, or of very young priests, attested the pro- 
found misery of the Church of France. 

The parish of EcuUy was one of the first to reap the 
benefit of the new order of things ; and what completed 
the joy of the inhabitants was, that the Bishop of 
Merinville, charged, in the name of Cardinal Fescli, 
with the reorganisation of the diocese of Lyons, placed 
at its head one of the confessors of the faith whom they 
had sheltered during the days of adversity. 

The Abbe Charles Bailey came to take possession of 
the parish of EcuUy towards the middle of February, 
1803. He was already well known at Lyons, where he 
had passed the days of terror, concealed in the Eue 
St.-Jean, and where he had received the hospitality of 
the principal families in the neighbourhood, and espe- 
cially of the Loras. It was in their house that he hid 
himself from the fiherifi*s of the republican police, when 
the investigations of ' the Committee of Public Safety ' 
became more active. 

As soon as M. Loras heard of the nomination of the 
Abbe Bailey — whose merit he was so well able to appre- 
ciate — to the parish of EcuUy, he requested him to 
undertake the education of his sons, among whom was 
the future Bishop of Dubuques. This request was most 
readily acceded to by his friend, to whom the office of 
preceptor was especially congenial. 

It appears that the whole life of this excellent man 
was devoted to the duties of his charge, and that his 



/ 
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talents and piety won for him the love and confidence 
of all those over whom he was placed. 

Thus were passing away, and soon to be forgotten, 
the heaviest trials of the Church of France. 

Among all those who participated in the religious 
privileges now again enjoyed by the inhabitants of 
EcuUy, there was not one who appreciated them more 
heartily than Jean-Marie. No religious ceremony took 
place, no fete was celebrated, no mass was performed, 
at which he was not present. Distance was no obstacle 
to him. He would have gone ten leagues, at this time, 
to have heard a mass. * Permit me,' said he, on one 
occasion to his father, who was ill and suffering, ^to 
go again to Ecully to-day. I would say so many 
paters and aves, that your pains would certainly leave 
you.' 

The new priest and the pious child from Dardilly 
soon became acquainted. The sight of M. Bailey's fer- 
vour at the altar made a deep impression on the mind 
of Vianney. He longed to know him, to talk with 
him ; and the effect of the first conversation which took 
place between them was to stimulate anew his long- 
cherished wish one day to enter the priesthood, and to 
inspire him witli an ardent desire to devote himself in 
that profession, body and soul, to the cause of his 
afflicted Church. 

The future fulfilment of this desire had, from his 
early childhood, pfesented itself to his mind as the 
summit of his highest aspirations ; at first it was only 
an inbtinct, but at the age at which he had now arrived 
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it was a vocation, *If I am one day a priest,' said 
young Vianney, * I will gain many souls to God,' 

His first communion had already revived these early 
aspirations, and he had made his parents a party to 
them ; but they were at first little disposed to second 
his views. The prospects of the Church were again 
darkening ; Pius VL had just died at Valence, and the 
papal power itself seemed threatened. To separate 
from their child at an age when be could be some help 
to his family, and to encourage him to pursue an un- 
certain future, appeared to them to be an unwise and 
an imprudent course ; and, without directly opposing 
his wishes, they deferred their further consideration till 
a future and a happier period. 

In the meanwhile, the battle of Marengo, and the 
Concordat, which was the result of it, ushered in a state 
of things more favourable to the hopes of young Vianney ; 
and, judging that the time had now arrived for the 
further prosecution of the project which he had never 
ceased to cherish in his heart, he determined to seek 
the counsel of the priest of Ecully. The result of their 
interview was that M. Bailey encouraged him to remain 
firm in his resolution, and even said to him on that 
occasion, ' Best satisfied, my friend, I will make every 
sacrifice in my power for you.' This was more than 
sufiicient to overcome every scruple on the part of 
Jean-Marie's parents ; in a few days every preparation 
was made, and the new scholar inttalled at Ecully, in 
the house of his grandfather. 

Such was the love and esteem in which Jean-Marie 
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was held by all the inhabitants of Dardilly, that one 
and all would gladly have come forward with oflFers to 
defray the expenses of his education, only that they 
feared to oflfend his family. His parents, however, 
could not refuse every such desire on the part of their 
more intimate friends, and Madame Bibost, a widow in 
Ecully, was permitted the gratuitous charge of his linen 
and wardrobe; this afiforded her the opportunity of 
sometimes going to see him, and she never returned 
from these visits but with the impression that she had 
received a fresh supply of spiritual grace and strength. 

Whether in consequence of the sad times in which 
his youth was passed, or, owing to the previous views of 
his parents with respect to his future vocation, Jean- 
Marie was still comparatively ignorant after he had 
attained the age when the greater number of young 
men complete their classical education. His apprehen- 
sion was slow, his memory defective, his progress hardly 
perceptible. His excellent master, however, far from 
discouraging him with ill-timed reproaches, sought in 
every way to inspire him with confidence in himself. 

One day when the poor child, utterly dejected by 
the diflSculties which beset him, asked permission to go 
and see his parents, M. Bailey gently refused him ; he 
felt the danger there would be for his future vocation 
if he allowed him to depart in his present state of 
discouragement. 'Wherefore would you go?' said be, 
kindly. 'Your parents, seeing the futility of your 
efforts, and their sacrifices, would desire nothing better 
th^n to keep you at home ; then good-bye to all our 
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projects, good-bye to the priesthood and to the salvation 
of souls.' 

These words brought young Vianney back to himself, 
and with renewed energy he again resumed his studies. 

It is related by Catherine Lassagne, the venerable 
directress of the Providence of Ars, that finding him- 
self deficient in those faculties, without which he could 
not hope to enter on the career to which he aspired, 
Jean-Marie determined to have recourse to the direct 
employment of supernatural means, in order to sur- 
mount the obstacles which hindered his progress. 

After having taken counsel with his director, he 
made a vow to go on foot — ^begging alms by the way — 
to the tomb of Saint-Franpois Eegis, in order to in- 
terest the Apostle of Vivarais in his favour, and to 
obtain, through his intercession, sufficient knowledge 
to enable him to enter the priesthood. He started, 
but, according to Catherine's recital, he met with much 
ill-treatment by the way, and, because he had not the 
air of a mendicant, was frequently taken for a thief and 
robber, and refused the poorest hospitality. When he 
arrived at Louvesc, he was obliged to obtain a commu- 
tation of his vow ; and, instead of begging from door 
to door on his return, he paid his expenses, although 
he still continued to make this long pilgrimage on foot. 

' Saint Franfois Eegis,' continues our informant, ob- 
tained for him the grace which he solicited ; ' from 
this day she pretends his difficulties vanished as by 
enchantment ; the tree of science was no longer insur- 
mountable, and the youth, who had been deemed 
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almost incapable of study, henceforward found nothing 
in the course of instruction before him, beyond his 
power to undertake, or his capacity t^ overcome. 

More than fifty years afterwards, when giving alms 
to a pilgrim, the Cure d'Ars remarked, in allusion to 
his journey to Louvesc: *I never begged but once in 
my life, that was in going to the tomb of Saint-Francois 
Eegis ; they took me for a robber, and would give me 
neither food nor shelter,' 

As soon as Jean-Marie had taken possession of the 
room which was destined for him in the house of his 
relations at EcuUy, he made certain arrangements 
with his cousin Margaret, now Madame FayoUe, with 
respect to his diet. *Take care,' said he, 'that you 
give me my soup before you put your butter and milk 
into it. I will have neither one nor the other.' 

When Margaret was faithful to her agreement, he 
recompensed her by manifesting the greatest content- 
ment, and even gaiety of spirits ; but if, through mis- 
take or designedly, she failed to execute his wishes, he 
would reproach her severely, exhibiting at the same 
time an appearance of extreme dejection and dis- 
content. 

* R mangeait aa aoupe^^ said she, ' comme ei chaque 
morceau eut dH Vitrangler.* 

In his new residence he continued as much as ever 
to be the friend of the poor ; he never could look on 
suflFering without being deeply moved. It was his 
custom to bring every houseless wanderer whom he met 
to the farm. Point du Jour^ for the night. . 
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On one occasion, when walking from EcuUy to 
Dardillj, he met a poor man without shoes or stock- 
ings, and without a moment's hesitation, he took oflF 
his own new shoes and gave them to him, returning 
himself barefoot to his home. He was severely re- 
proved by his father, who, charitable as he was, did 
not carry his compassion to the same lengths as his son. 

In the absence of more brilliant qualities, Jean- 
Marie possessed much wisdom and discernment of cha- 
racter. One of his cousias received one day a letter 
from a friend who had just entered a convent, and who 
painted in glowing colours the joys of a religious life. 
Deeply impressed by this description, the young man 
was for some days in a state of painful uncertainty, 
divided between his reluctance to abandon his father 
and mother, who were old and infirm, and his desire to 
share the happiness of his friend. 

When his parents discovered the cause of their son's 
depression, they reminded him that he belonged more 
to God than to them, and that the first thing was to 
know His will. *Gro to your cousin,' said they, /and 
ask his advice; he is so good and sensible, that you 
may depend upon his judgment.' This advice was 
followed, Jean-Marie took the letter, read it, and 
turning to his friend, without a moment's hesitation, 
said, ' Bemain where you are, my friend ; your aged 
parents have need of you, and your first duty is to 
comfort and support them.' 
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CHAPTEE V. 

YOUNG VIANNEY IS TAKEN AWAT FROM HIS STUDIES BY THE CON- 
SCRIPTION. ^HIS RETREAT IN THE MOUNTAINS OF FOREZ. 

The fears which Jean-Marie had undergone in conse- 
quence of the deficiency of his natural talents were no 
sooner dissipated, than other and graver trials beset his 
path. 

When M. Bailey saw the time of the conscription 
approaching for his pupil, he hastened to Lyons, to 
have his name inscribed among the aspirants to the 
priesthood, in order that he might thus be exempted 
from military service. Through some mistake, how- 
ever, this inscription was not duly registered : the 
omission of this formality did not transpire for some 
time, but it was, at length, discovered by the authori- 
ties, and the consequence was that Vianney, without 
any previous warning, received one day his * route ' for 
Bayonne. This unexpected event came like a thunder- 
bolt upon his relations ; father, mother, brothers, 
sisters, friends, all were in utter despair. Jean-Marie 
alone remained tranquil, and maintained his self-com- 
mand. After some useless attempts to retain the pupil 
of M. Bailey for the vocation for which he was intended, 
his father determined to find a substitute for him; 
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bQty two days after the concIusioD of the arraDgement 
of this aflair, the young man with whom he had treated 
dianged his mind, and left upon the threshold of 
Tianney^s house, his money — ^three thousand francs — 
and his knapsack. 

In the meantime, the efforts which Jean-Marie had 
made to vanquish his grief had so affected his health 
that he became seriously ill. Finding that he did not 
appear on the day appointed, the military authorities 
sent their ag«[it3 in quest of him, and they imme- 
dLitelr conveyed him to the hospital at Lyons. 

He was taken to the * Hotel-Dieu,' October 28, 1809. 
During the fortnight that he remained there he was 
Tt4ted by eveiy member of his family, and by several 
och^f' £riend&> 

^ HeArin^ that he had been placed in the hospital,' 

ivlati» his coiisin FayoUe, *I hastened the following 

cbv to vt<it hinu When he saw me weep, he, with 

difScuIty^ Tv&^rained his own tears ; I sat down by his 

pillow, and he began to talk to me of the holy will of 

itvJL and the duty of submission to his decrees, in so 

beaucitu! and touching a manner, that I only wish I 

<vald nfp«>«a his words^ Whilst I listened to him, my 

own ttitid seemed to undergo an entire change : I no 

k»u^^*r N^it any difficulty in acknowledging the good- 

ih«s of OvHiU in all His dealings, however painful they 

ittiftY $*.>met:-ae»? appear to nature.' . . . After fif- 

teett d;iy>^ of repot$e» the young man was considered 

^juiSci^fitclY 5?trou^ to bear the fatigues of a journey, 

attd W wa* ordered to proceed to Roaune. He had 
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not, however, made more than half the journey, when, 
in consequence of the rough mode of travelling, and 
other hardships to which he was subjected, he was 
again seized with fever ; and on his arrival at his des- 
tination, he was again placed in hospital. There he 
was treated with the utmost kindness and indulgence 
by the Augustine Sisters who had charge of the pa- 
tients, and at the end of six weeks he was considered 
convalescent, and ordered to join a detachment under 
orders for Spain. 

The morning of the 6th of January, the day fixed 
for the departure of the column, he had gone into a 
church to pray. There, it is alleged, he forgot him- 
self, and allowed the hour to pass at which he ought to 
have presented himself at the ofl&ce for his pass. When 
he appeared, they at first refused it, accompanying this 
refusal with menaces and invectives; the recruiting 
officer. Captain Blanchard, even threatened to have 
him conducted in chains to Bayonne. Some of the 
clerks who were present generously interposed : ' Why 
use force,' said they, * the poor boy did not mean to 
desert, or he would not have come here to report him- 
self? ' This reasoning appeared conclusive, they signed 
his * pass,' and he commenced his journey, not, it is 
said, meditating flight, but with a presentiment that he 
would never join his corps. 

As he walked along, his heart oppressed, his counte- 
nance sad, he felt all his aspirations after the priesthood 
rise up stronger than ever within him, and equally so his 
repugnance to any other career, especially that of arms. 
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He had often pitied those unfortunate young men 
whom the war had torn from their homes, never more 
to return. Whilst he was at Boanne, he had seen 
others who had deserted, and who were brought back 
by the gens-d'armes in chains, often cursing their fate, 
and mingling the most fearful blasphemies with the 
expressions of rage and hatred which they uttered 
against the representatives of the law. The menaces 
of Captain Blanchard returned to his mind, and the 
idea that he might, perhaps, one day be assimilated to 
people of this description, filled him with horror. 

In order to distract his mind from these melancholy 
thoughts, he took his chaplet, and had recourse to the 
Virgin, his usual refuge, praying her with all his heart 
not to abandon him. It is affirmed that he had not 
long to wait for the aid he solicited, and that, almost 
at the same moment, a stranger approached him with 
a benevolent air, and demanded of him whither he was 
going, and why he was so sad. Jean-Marie related to 
him his history. The young man bid him follow him, 
assuring him that he had nothing to fear, and charging 
himself at the same time with his knapsack, which was 
very heavy, and which the convalescent was hardly able 
to carry, they quitted the public road, and pursued 
their way through by-paths. Jean-Marie did not re- 
quire much persuasion to follow his guide, though he 
knew not whither he intended to conduct him, but was 
resigned to everything, except, as he afterwards said, 
to falling into the hands of the gens-d'armes. 

Thus they walked along, traversing woods and moun- 
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tains, keeping as far as possible from public places and 
beaten tracks ; Jean-Marie was overcome with fatigue, 
but his companion animated him with kind and en- 
couraging words. 

At length, towards ten o'clock at night, they stopped 
before a lonely house. The stranger knocked ; a voice 
replied from within, and soon a young man and his 
wife presented themselves at the door, and inquired 
who it was that had come at that late hour to ask 
hospitality. The stranger exchanged with them a few 
rapid words, in a low voice, then disappeared. It is 
aflBrmed that, from that day, M. Vianney never heard 
or saw anything more of his mysterious guide. 

In the me.antime, his new friends treated him with 
the utmost kindness. After he had eaten, they com- 
pelled him to accept the only sleeping-room in the 
house, while they themselves passed the night in the 
hay-loft. The next day, however, his host, who was a 
shoemaker, informed him that he was poor, and could 
not keep him, as he had not work enough to occupy a 
companion ; but he promised to conduct him to a place 
where he would be secure from discovery. The house 
of the shoemaker was not very far from the village of 
Nofes, at the entrance of the Great Madeleine Forest, 
and on the borders of the departments of the Loire and 
the Allier; to this village Jean-Marie was conducted, 
and the first person to whom be was presented was the 
Mayor of the district. This man received yoimg Vian- 
ney very kindly ; he assured him he had nothing to 
fear, and himself procured a lodging for him, at the 
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house of a woman called Fagot, who was much beloved 
and respected in the village. 'I have known many 
saints,' said the Cure d'Ars, later in life, * but M. Bailey 
and Claudine Fagot surpass them all.' 

In the meantime, the Mayor was not so entirely with- 
out apprehension for the safety of Vianney as he affected 
to be. It was diflScult everywhere to escape the eye of 
the police, and especially so in this village, which, from 
its isolated position, in the midst of mountains, and on 
the borders of a forest, could easily serve as a refuge 
for the refractory. On this account, and to render his 
concealment the more sure, he persuaded the fugitive 
to conceal his own name, and to adopt that of Jerome. 

Nothing could exceed the kindness and attention of 
Vianney's adopted mother ; if she distinguished him in 
any respect from her own children, it was only by the 
greater tenderness which she lavished upon him. 

Jean-Marie Fagot, the eldest of the family, shared 
the sleeping apartment of Jerome. He states that 
when he awoke in the night, he constantly surprised 
him reciting his prayers, and that he was covered with 
crosses, medals, and scapularies. Young Vianney often 
communicated during the week, though he only went 
to confession once a fortnight. His conduct was so 
exemplary, and his zeal in the fulfilment of his duties 
so great, that he was regarded with universal admira- 
tion. Many came from the neighbouring parishes to 
make his acquaintance, and to unite with him in his 
religious exercises. 

In the meantime, anxious to make some return for 
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€dl the good offices he had received, and the kind recep- 
tion he had met with in Noes, Vianney asked the con- 
sent of the Mayor to open a scliool in the village ; his 
oflFer was gladly accepted, and every day he occupied 
himself in instructing the children of the poor with 
such devotion, patience, and assiduity, as still further 
secured to him the universal esteem and gratitude of 
all around him. When the fine weather returned, and 
his pupils ceased to attend his school, Jean-Marie went 
out to work in the fields. 

*A11 labour was the same to him,' said Jean-Marie 
Fagot, * and he could apply himself to anything.' 

So great was the love of the people of Noes for this 
young man, and so anxious were they for his safety, 
that, when they feared a descent of the gens-d'armes, 
they placed sentinels on the surrounding heights, who 
were directed to give notice, by signals agreed upon, 
when danger approached* 

On one occasion, Jean-Marie took refuge in a bam 
above a stable; he was nearly stifled in this atmo- 
sphere, doubly-heated by the warmth from below and 
by the hay which was piled up on all sides around him. 
He afterwards stated that, in this terrible situation, he 
made a vow that, if it would please Grod to deliver him 
from the suSering he was enduring, he would never 
again complain, happen to him what might* *J^ai 
bien a pen prla tenu parole^ added he. 

The Cure d'Ars always spoke with peculiar pleasure 
of his residence at No§s, and never ceased to remember 

D 
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with a grateful love the friends who had so kindly shel- 
tered and cared for him in his trouble. 

It was at Noes that lie had wished to commence his 
ministry, and it was there that he would probably have 
ended his days, if the Bishop of Belley had consented 
to his retirement. 

* If I obtain permission to resign the sacred ministry,' 
said he, in 1814, tiO Jean-Marie Fagot, who had come to 
Ars to see him, and to confess to him, ' I intend to end 
my days with you at Noes, or at the Grrande-Chartreuse.' 

Whatever may be the opinion of the reader with re- 
spect to that episode in Vianney's life which we have 
just related, and especially with respect to his desertion, 
we must not omit to bring under his view the combina- 
tion of circumstances which have been adduced in his 
defence. 

When this event took place, the war with Spain was 
at its fiercest. It was immediately after the siege of 
Saragossa, and at the moment of the capture of 
Pius VII. France began to be weary of sacrificing her 
noblest blood to the ambition of a single man, and 
regardless of a fame which cost her so dearly. 

So long as an immense renown, brilliant triumphs, 
unheard-of conquests, attested the power of the French 
arms, the suflFering and oppression of the country were 
in a manner lost sight of ; the pressure of power, and 
the severe claims of the law, without being less hard, 
were less sensibly felt during that epoch of brilliant 
prosperity. 

But now a revolution had taken place in the minds 
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of the people, and in the judgment of thinking men. 
The many private sorrows, the numerous and heart- 
breaking family afflictions by which all classes were 
visited, gave to the country the appearance of a general 
mourning. The war with Spain, so cruel and so mani- 
festly unjust, the violation of the Pontifical territory, 
the invasion of Eome, and the excommunication which 
followed, all combined to detach the hearts and con- 
sciences of good men from the Imperial cause. From 
this time the conscription became more and more un- 
popular ; the roads were covered with deserters. Often 
it was necessary to use force to induce the conscripts to 
march. Men began to question the justice of a law 
which pressed so heavily on France, and cut off, in the 
very prime of youth, the future hope of the nation ; 
and some indignant spirits asked themselves whether a 
man, in violating such a law, would indeed be sinning 
against legal justice ? 
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CHAPTER VI. 

VIANNEY'S return home. — HE REOOHHENCES HIS STUDIES WITH 

M. LE CUR 6 d'eCULLT, 

In the meantime neither the kindness of his new friends, 
nor the novelties of his life at No6s, could avail to divert 
the thoughts of Vianney from his home in Dardilly, and 
the dear family there ; his heart yearned after his father 
and mother, while the thought of the disquietude they 
must be suflfering on his account, and the fear that his 
disappearance might cause them much vexatious annoy- 
ance, never ceased to prey upon his mind. 

These apprehensions were only too well founded ; the 
house of Matthieu Vianney was constantly invaded and 
searched by the recruiting officers, who peremptorily 
summoned him to declare where the refractory conscript 
was concealed. It was in vain that the poor father de- 
clared in all sincerity that he was ignorant of his son's 
hiding-place : they gave no credit to his words. 

About this time the Widow Fagot had occasion to 
visit Charbonni^re.* *I am going to your country,' 
said she to her guest ; * I shall see your parents, and 
will tell them that you are at my house, but without 

* Charbonni^re is a Tillage in Lyonnais, which possesses a mineral 
spring. 
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letting them know whence I come.' The kind woman 
fulfilled her word. The joy of Vianney's parents, when 
they heard that their son was safe, and loved-^and 
cherished in his new retreat as he had been in Dardilly, 
may readily be imagined. 

When the first emotions of their happiness had sub- 
mded, Matthieu Vianney remarked that since his son 
had recovered his health, he must immediately join his 
corps. * That,' replied the widow, ' your son shall nevef 
do ; he is worth all your other possessions, and if you 
should discover his hiding-place, I will seek for him 
another refuge, and there is not an individual in the 
parish who would not do the same.' 

But if Claudine Fagot thought it necessary to practise 
some reticence with the father, she compensated to her- 
self for this by communicating to the mother of her 
protegS every detail of his life at No^s, and even con- 
trived the means of a correspondence between her and 
her son. It was the Widow Bibost, of Ecully, who was 
chosen as the clandestine messenger on these occasions. 

A few more months passed away, and the conscription 
of 1810 took place. Franpois Vianney drew a high 
number; but, in order to free his father from the 
annoyance to which he was exposed from the visits of 
the bailiflfs, and the severity of the police, he deter- 
mined to anticipate his summons by ofi^ering himself at 
once in the place of his brother, and he accordingly 
took his departure spontaneously from the paternal 
home. 

It is a curious fact that the officer who occupied him- 



■\ 



38 THE CURfi D'aES. 

self with the arrangements for this substitution, and 
who kindly exerted himself to obtain the erasure of 
Jean-Marie Vianney's name from the Army List, was 
no other than Captain Blanchard, whose severity on a 
former occasion had inspired him with so much terror. 

The news of the change in Jean-Marie's position was 
received in Noes with feelings of mingled sorrow and 
rejoicing ; the villagers all joined together to provide 
for the expenses of his return home. One poor woman 
insisted on his accepting all the money she had, and 
when he resolutely refused to do so, *Eest satisfied,' 
said she, ^ I am still rich ; I have my fortune in my 
stable.' The fortune of the poor woman consisted of a 
solitary pig which she had for sale. 

The regrets which accompanied the departure of 
Vianney were only mitigated by the thought of his 
approaching happy meeting with his family, and by the 
hope that he would one day return to Noes as cure of 
the parish. 

Thus Jean-Marie returned to his parents, after an 
absence of fourteen months. To his poor mother it 
was like the resurrection of a child whom she never 
expected again to see. 

The joy of the worthy Cure of EcuUy at the return 
of his beloved pupil was hardly less than that of his 
parents. The dearest wish of his life was now fulfilled ; 
and, with his young friend by his side, he felt that he 
could more tranquilly anticipate the closing hours of 
his earthly pilgrimage. 

Under the kind and careful guidance of this good 
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man, Jean-Marie appeared to be more and more con<- 
firmed in that spirit of humility, abnegation, and self- 
sacrifice, which was afterwards so wonderfully ex- 
emplified in his extraordinary life. 

About this time Yianney sustained a heavy affliction 
in the death of his mother, to whom he was devotedly 
attached. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

THE ADMISSION OF TOUNG VI ANNE Y INTO THE SEMINARY OF VER- 

RIERES. HE COMMENCES HIS PHILOSOPHICAL STUDIES. ^NEW 

TRIALS. — HIS ENTRANCE INTO THE GRAND SEMINARY. ^HIS PRO- 
MOTION TO HOLY ORDERS. 

The classical education of Vianney was now drawing to 
a close. The Abbe Bailey, though fully competent to 
conduct his pupil from step to step to the priesthood, 
yet thought that it would be more to his advantage to 
be placed in a diocesan establishment, where his eccle- 
siastical superiors — having him under their eyes — 
would be better able to judge of his capacity. Jean- 
Marie Vianney was, therefore, sent to the little Seminary 
of Verri^res, there to pursue a course of philosophical 
study. 

The young contemporaries of Vianney did not at 
first recognise in him those amiable and attractive 
qualities which had hitherto won for him the love and 
esteem of all who knew him; they only appeared to 
discover that he was not clever, and that in classical 
attainments he was less advanced than other boys of 
his age. On these accounts they deemed him a proper 
mark for mockery and derision, and they treated him 
accordingly. 
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After a time, however, a change took place in his 
favour. By degrees prejudice gave way to a respectful 
sympathy. The reaction commenced with the masters. 
The distinguished priests who then directed the little 
Seminary of Verri^res were unwearied in their praises 
of the modesty, obedience, and piety of their new 
pupil ; and soon they pointed him out as a model for 
the imitation of his companions. From the masters 
this admiration passed over to the scholars, and gained 
upon them more and more, as each day manifested in 
young Vianney some new trait of piety and goodness. 

Amongst his co-disciples, however, was one who could 
not endure to listen to the praises of Jean-Marie. He 
seemed to hear in them his own condemnation, and the 
innocent object of his j.ealousy soon became the victim 
of the most unkind and cruel treatment. 

On one occasion, the bad feelings of this boy broke 
out with unusual violence; from unkind feelings he 
proceeded to unkind words ; from unkind words to per- 
sonal attack. 

The only revenge which Vianney took was to kneel 
down and — after the example of Franpois de Girolamo* 
— present his other cheek to his persecutor. This move- 
ment had, in both cases, the same result. It was now 
the turn of Vianney's aggressor to kneel down, and, 
with shame for his cowardly conduct, to beg his pardon, 
which, we need not say, was readily accorded. 

* Fran9ois de Girolamo, who was governor of a college of noblemen 
belonging to the Society of Jesus, received one day a blow from one of 
his pupils. Instead of chastising the insolent youth, he knelt down 
and presented to him his other cheek. 
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In the month of July of the same year, 1813, Jean- 
Marie returned to Ecully, and commenced, under the 
direction of Monsieur Bailey, a course of theological 
study. Once entered upon the domain of theology, 
Vianney felt the ground become firmer under his feet. 
In this study, which addressed itself not only to his 
mind and his intellect, but to his heart and soul, he no 
longer met with the same difficulties which had beset 
his path in the career of letters. It is true that his 
master simplified for him, as much as possible, the 
necessary process of instruction, and replaced by an 
easier method the course which was usually adopted at 
that period. 

After about two years of assiduous care on the part 
of the master, and of persevering effort on that of the 
disciple, the Cur^ of Ecully, judging him sufficiently 
prepared, determined to present his young theologian 
for examination at the great College at Lyons. 

This presentation resulted in a severe trial for young 
Vianney. When he found himself face to face with the 
examiners, the timid theologian became confused, and 
losing all presence of mind, he could only stammer out 
a few incoherent and unconnected replies to the ques- 
tions addressed to him. He was dismissed, and in a 
manner little calculated to restore his confidence. 

M. Bailey, upon whom the failure of his pupil ap- 
peared also to reflect, immediately sought the Principal 
of the College, and begged that he, accompanied by 
the Abbe Bochart, would attend a private examination 
of his proUge on the following day, at the manse of 
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EcuUy. His {equest was readily acceded to^ and the 
result of this second examination was that both these 
gentlemen expressed themselves entirely satisfied^ and 
promised to send a favourable report of Jean-Marie's 
qualifications to the Archbishop. 

Shortly after this event Vianney was admitted to 
the great College of Saint-Irenee, to prepare for ordi- 
nation. 

It is reported that, during his residence at Saint- 
Irenee, his excellent conduct became each^ day more 
remarkable; and that here, as at Lyons, he won the 
hearts and elicited the highest admiration of both 
masters and pupils. 

In the meantime the day fixed for the ordination 
drew near. Before this solemn ceremony the masters 
of the College met together, and having first prayed 
for God's direction in the exercise of their important 
functions, they proceeded to examine with the most 
scrupulous attention, and to weigh with the utmost 
exactness, the merits of the candidates for holy orders. 

When it came to young Vianney's turn, they were 
quite at a loss what course to pursue. His acknowledged 
piety, his exemplary regularity, his excellent character, 
were so many claims in his favour ; but he was so de- 
ficient in intellectual attainments! Could they, in 
^pite of the examinations, arid of their testimony 
against him, still admit him into holy orders ? or must 
they again postpone their decision? They even went 
so far as to question whether the best course might not 
be to send him back to his family, and to his country 
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pursuits at Dardilly. Before proceedii^, however, to 
this extremity, they determined to seek the advice of 
the representative of the highest diocesan authority. 

In the absence of the Cardinal Archbishop, who was 
prevented by political causes from residing at his see, 
the Abbe Courbon was at the head of the metropolitan 
administration* This man appears to have possessed, 
in the most remarkable degree, the art of divining 
character, and of employing men. He could discover 
merit at a, glance, characterise it by a word, and adjust 
to it its place by a stroke of his pen. To him the 
examiners had recourse. The Vicar-General reflected 
a moment, and then addressed to them the following 
questions : ' Is young Vianney pious ? Does he know 
his chaplet well ? Is he devoted to the Holy Virgin ?* 

* He is a model of piety,' unanimously replied the 
examiners. 

* Then,' replied the Bishop, ' I will receive him ; 
divine grace will do the rest.' 

We are informed, however, that the Abb^, who was 
not often taken by surprise, had decided beforehand 
respecting the merits of the candidate whose claims 
were brought under his consideration. At the an- 
nouncement of the new diflSculties which endangered 
the future career of his pupil, the Cure d'Ecully had 
hastened, with the authority which his age and his 
virtues gave him, to the Archbishop, and had suc- 
cessfully pleaded with him the cause of his beloved 
'protege. 

The continual presence of Cardinal Fesch in Paris, 
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at the period of the decline of the Empire, often obliged 
the Vicars-general of I^yons to have recourse to the 
neighbouring bishops for the ordination of their young 
candidates for the priesthood. At Christmas and at 
Easter they were summoned to Grenoble for this pur- 
pose, but at the end of the annual course this solemn 
ceremony was performed at the metropolitan see, 
whither the oflBciating prelate proceeded. 

The Abbe Vianney was made deacon July 2, 1814. 
M. Millon, principal of the little college of Meximieux, 
and Cure of Beny, in the district of Bourg, was by his 
side during the ceremony of his ordination. He relates 
that * the sight of the piety of his co-disciple ' had a 
powerful eflfect upon his own heart ; that his presence 
was like a living exhortation, and his face like a mirror, 
in which was reflected the joys of Heaven. On their 
way from the primate's palace to the college, the dea- 
cons sung the Benedict us. When they came to the 
verse, ' Et tu, puer propheta, altiasimi vocaberis prce^ 
ibis enim antefadem, Domini parare vias ejus^* the 
Abbe Vianney pronounced these words with such a 
singular expression, that after the lapse of many years 
his old colleague and friend declared that the tone of 
his voice still vibrated in his ear. 

Six months after the first ordination of M. Vianney 
his superiors judged him fit to be promoted to a higher 
step in the hierarchy, and in the year 1815 he was con- 
secrated priest in the cathedral church of Grenoble, by 
the hands of Bishop Simon. 

* Luke i. 76. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

M. VIANNEY IS APPOINTED VICAR OF ECULLY. — HIS CHARITY AND 
HIS SELF-DENIAL. — DEATH OF M. BALLEY. 

On Vianney's return from Grenoble, after his ordina- 
tion, he found the public roads in Dauphine inundated 
with soldiers. The country was invaded by the Aus- 
trians : one division of their army had its right wing at 
Bourgoin, and covered the district as far as Voreppe. 

Obliged to travel alone through these hostile cohorts, 
Vianney was often in peril of his life. One would 
menace him with his gun, another with his broadsword, 
while the greater number of those who crossed his path 
lavished upon him the most insulting and contemptuous 
remarks. Under these circumstances he almost de- 
spaired of reaching Lyons in safety, and it was not 
without many hairbreadth escapes that he did so at 
last. 

As soon as M. Vianney was invested with priestly 
orders, the Cure d'Ecully hastened to the metropolitan 
see, to solicit his appointment as Assistant- Vicar at 
EcuUy. This request was readily complied with by the 
Abbe Courbon, who then presided over the diocese. It 
would be hard to say to which of the two friends the 
prospect of this reunion gave the most heartfelt joy ; 



APPOINTED VICAE OF ECULLT. 47 

whether to M. Bailey, at the thought of having his dear 
pupil thenceforward associated with him in his minis- 
terial labours ; or to Vianney, at being permitted the 
happiness of attending the footsteps of his revered 
benefactor to the end of his earthly pilgrimage, and of 
rendering to him all those tender cares and nameless 
services which it is so grateful to the loved to receive, 
so grateful to the loving to bestow. 

The arrival of the young priest was hailed with the 
utmost joy, not only at the manse, but throughout the 
parish of Ecully : rich and poor, all esteemed themselves 
happy in finding in the new vicar the young man whom 
they had known so well as student. * If we so loved 
him then,' said they, * if his whole conduct was then so 
edifying, what will it not be now that he is priest ? ' 

The new parishioners of M. Vianney were not disap- 
pointed in their expectations. Zealous and indefatigable 
as he had ever been in the performance of his religious 
duties, from the day of his admittance into the priest- 
hood he appeared to be inspired with an ardour 
which &r surpassed anything that he had before experi- 
enced. All the prayers, the fastings, the mortifications 
of his past life, seemed to him as nothing when viewed 
in the light of the enthusiasm which now appeared to 
possess him. It is stated, however, that there was 
nothing extravagant in the piety of Vianney, but that 
he manifested a strength of mind and a discernment of 
character which those who judged him merely by his 
intellectual endowments would hardly have expected. 
It is certain that he knew well how to adapt himself to 
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the needs and to the characters of all who came within 
the sphere of his influence. His confessional was 
crowded, and the first who gave him his confidence was 
his aged preceptor himself. The days, and a great 
pai-t of the night which preceded the great festivals, he 
spent in private devotion, hardly allowing himself time 
to ascend the altar, to say his breviary, or to take isx 
haste his simple and only repast. 

Kind, afiable, and generous as Vianney was towards 
all, it was always the poor and the little ones of his 
flock who were the objects of his most tender care and 
solicitude. His property was the property of the whole 
parish, and his heart and his purse were ever open to 
all who needed his help and his sjnnpathy. 

Among the many instances of his self-denying charity 
which are still recorded at EcuUy, we will relate one. 
He had worn the same cassock so long, that it at length 
presented an appearance of age which his friends thought 
in no way suited to his dignity, and he was frequently 
urged to have it replaced by one more becoming his 
position. Vianney's usual reply to these admonitions 
was, ^ I will think of it ;' and in the meantime his small 
salary continued to be consumed by his unceasing 
charity and liberalities of all kinds. At length, how- 
ever, being more than usually pressed, he determined 
to remit to the wife of the churchwarden a sum suf- 
ficient for the purchase of a new cassock. Some hours, 
however, after he had carried this resolution into effect, 
he received a visit from a lady of high rank, but who 
had been reduced by the unhappy times, and by heir 
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own uncalculating generosity, to a state of extreme dif- 
ficulty and distress. At the end of a long interview, 
during which Vianney listened to a tale of heartrending 
sorrow, he hastened to his commissioner, and without 
any thought but that of succouring the noble and un- 
fortunate stranger, he demanded his money back again; 
The poor woman, who had hoped that her husband, who 
was a tailor, would be entrusted with the making of the 
cassock, opposed a thousand objections, to all of which 
the obstinate vicar only replied, * Good, good, but give 
me back my money, and then we shall see.' The same 
day the money thus recovered was remitted by an un- 
known hand to Madame de * * * 

Vianney's aspirations after a life of penance and self- 
sacrifice were in every way encouraged and fostered by 
M, Bailey, who had maintained in the world the habits 
of the cloister, and had transported into his presbytery 
the rule of the order of which he had been one of the 
most devoted members. 

* I must have made some progress, if I had always 
had the happiness of living with M. Bailey,' said the 
Cure d'Ars, *To be inspired with the desire to love 
Grod, it was sufficient to hear him say, "My God, I 
love Thee with all my heart ; " he renewed this invo- 
cation every moment of the day when he was alone, 
and at night in his chamber he never ceased to repeat 
it till he fell asleep.' 

The virtues, talents, and holiness of his revered 
master formed the constant theme of Vianney's con- 
versation. Sometimes, when he dwelt upon his self- 

E 
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inflicted torments, and enumerated the hair-cloths, the 
chains, the bracelets of iron, and other instruments of 
penance, by which this devoted man endeavoured to 
crucify the flesh, his auditors shrank back appalled, 
almost fearing to hear of a heroism which it appeared 
hardly within the power of humanity to imitate. What 
however the Cur6 d'Ars did not divulge, but which has 
been well proved, was that the disciple in no way ceded 
to the master in any description of penance. In this 
respect there existed a kind of rivalship between them ; 
each tried if possible to exceed the other in rigorous 
self-mortification. They appeared to live upon nothing. 

Catherine Lassagne, speaking of their poor repasts, 
says, * Qiudquefois cette pauvre viande etait noire^ a 
force de trainer aur la ixxhle.^ 

Monsieur Bailey was of high stature, his carriage 
was noble and majestic, his countenance imposing — * a 
Boman profile,' said Vianney. His constitution was 
athletic, and to maintain his strength he would have 
required more nourishment than most men ; but so far 
from allowing himself what his nature needed, his fast- 
ings were so rigorous that he was sometimes hardly able 
to support his great frame. At length the parishioners 
were so much affected at witnessing these austerities, 
that they sent a deputation to the metropolitan see, in 
order to obtain from their superiors an order which 
would compel the Cure and his Vicar to modify their 
severe self-discipline. But it was too late ; M. Bailey 
was already approaching the term of his labours, and 
the end of his life. The severe bodily discipline to 
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which he had for so many years subjected himself, 
together with the mental suflFerings which he had 
undergone during the Eeign of Terror, had brought on 
a premature decay of strength ; and he had now been 
long waiting for the hour to strike when his earthly 
toil would cease, and he would be summoned to the 
presence of his Lord. This hour was now drawing 
near. The state of weakness and exhaustion to which 
long-continued and severe privation had reduced him 
brought on an alarming and painful illness, which 
confined him to his bed from the month of February 
till the month of June, 1817. During that period at 
least, his name, it is said, does not appear in the regis- 
ters of the parish. On the 5th of June he performed 
a burial service; this eflfort brought on a relapse, and 
soon afterwards his life was despaired of. 

When the neighbouring clergy, who loved M. Bailey 
as a father, and revered him as a saint, heard of his 
approaching end, they hastened to his bedside, anxious 
to learn how to die from him who had taught them, 
both by precept and example, how to live. 

In the presence of the friends who were assembled 
around him. Monsieur Bailey signified to his Vicar that 
he desired to be fortified by the grace of the last sacra- 
ments ; and the Abb6 Vianney then heard his confes- 
sion, and administered to him the last rites of their 
Church. Before the commencement of this ceremony, 
the patient raised himself up, and addressing himself 
to his Vicar, and to those who were gathered around 
him, he asked their forgiveness for any offence or 
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stumbling-block which he might unwittingly have 
placed in their path. The Vicar then in his own name, 
and in the name of all present, asked the pardon of 
his dying friend for any pain or grief which they on 
their part might ever have occasioned him. 

The following day the Abbe Vianney celebrated a 
mass for his revered master, at which all the villagers 
were present. When this service was concluded, M. 
Bailey requested a private interview with his Vicar. 
During this last and solemn conversation the dying 
man placed in Vianney's hands the instruments of his 
penitence. ' Take care, my poor Vianney,' he said, ' to 
hide these things ; if they find them after my death, 
they will think I have done something during my life 
for the expiation of my sins, and they will leave me in 
Purgatory to the end of the world.' Then he added, 
blessing once more with his feeble hands the young 
priest, who wept at his feet, * Adieu ! my son. Courage ! 
Continue to love and to serve the good Master; re- 
member me at the throne of grace. Adieu 1 we shall 
meet again.' 

Some moments afterwards his eyes were closed in 
death. 'He departed,' says M. Vianney, 'as a saint 
that he was; his beautiful spirit fled away with the 
angels, to render Paradise more joyous.' 

M. Bailey attained the age of sixty-six years and 
three months ; he had presided over the parish of 
EcuUy fifteen years. His old pupil the Abbe Lorais, 
Principal of the little Seminary of Meximieux, per- 
formed his funeral service, which took place the day 
after his death, December 17th, 1817. 
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Penetrated with grief at the loss they had sustained, 
and the difficulty of replacing such a man, the inhabi- 
tants of EcuUy unanimously cast their eyes upon the 
Vicar, whom Monsieur Bailey had formed in his own 
likeness, and in whom they expected to see the eddt of 
his holiness revived. But no solicitations could prevail 
over the modest resistance of Vianney; he believed 
himself incapable of filling so important a post. 

Two months afterwards the Abbe Vianney was ap- 
pointed Cur6 d'Ars. In promoting him to this charge, 
M. Courbon said, * Gro, my friend ; there is not much 
love of God in that parish— you will implant it there.' 
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BOOK II. 



PASTORAL LIFE OF M. VIANNET, FROM HIS ARRITAL AT 
THE CURE b'aRS TO THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE 
FJLORIMAGE. 

1818— ltt28. 



CHAPTER L 

THE ARRIVAL OF M. VIANNEY AT THE CURE d'aRS. HIS 

CONSTANT DEVOTION. 

Ars is a little village of the ancient principality of 
Dombes, which now forms the department of Trevoux. 
At the time when the Abbe Vianney came to take pos- 
session of this humble parish, none of the roads which 
now cross each other in its neighbourhood, and bring 
into it so much life and animation, existed. The 
houses were hardly visible in the midst of a wilderness 
of fruit trees ; they were scattered here and there with- 
out any symmetrical arrangement, and presented in 
their silent groups an aspect of melancholy ; which we 
are informed is generally the case with villages of this 
zone, but which is perhaps rather the result of the 
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monotonous lives of their inhabitants than of any 
topographical cause. 

Hills of a moderate elevation, wooded valleys, isolated 
farms, languid streams, slowly carrying their tribute to 
the Soane, narrow pathways winding through the low 
underwood, and presenting so uniform an aspect that 
only long habit could distioguish them ; such was the 
general physiognomy of the country. 

The river Fontblin separates the village of Ars from 
the castle of the same name. This ancient and noble 
manor, with its severe form, its feudal turrets, and its 
massive walls, presents a venerable monument of the 
past, and harmonises well with the church steeple, with 
which it is contemporaneous. 

Vianney took possession of his post February 9th, 
1818. He came almost literally after the manner of 
the Apostles, having neither * ata/vesy nor scri/p^ neither 
hready neither money.^ His sole property, however, 
followed him ; it was the legacy of his departed friend 
and master, and consisted of a wooden bed and some 
wearing apparel ; of the latter his charity soon despoiled 
him, and his spirit of self-mortification devised for his 
bed arrangements such as had never occurred to the 
mind of M. Bailey himself. 

It is said that when Vianney's parish first appeared 
to his view he knelt down and prayed for God's blessing 
upon it. Later, when speaking of the many blessingi^ 
with which Ars had been favoured, a friend asked him 
if this circumstance were true: ^Ce n^eat pas mal 
pemjsiy replied he. This was his usual answer, when 
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compelled to make a confession which would tend to 
raise him in the opinion of others. 

The echo of the regrets of the people at EcuUy for 
his loss reached Ars, when Vianney himself was hardly 
yet known there. His modesty appeared to be so great, 
that it was only little by little that those qualities 
transpired which rendered him, after a time, the object 
of such extraordinary love and veneration, not only in 
his own remote sphere of duty, but over the whole of 
the Eoman CathoUc world. 

Whatever may have been the peculiar qualities by 
which he exercised so amazing an influence over all 
who approached him, it is certain that he owed it not 
to any natural gifts or talents, or, indeed, to any ex- 
ternal advantages ; he possessed none of the graces of 
youth ; his face was pale and angular, his body frail, his 
stature low, his gait heavy, his air timid and embar- 
rassed : there was, in short, nothing in his appearance 
except his emaciated features, and the keen animation 
of his eye, which was calculated to attract attention. 

The Cure d'Ars was perfectly well aware of these 
disadvantages, but in no way was he discouraged by 
them. On the contrary, he appears to have devoted 
himself with only the more ardour to his religion, from 
the very poverty of his natural gifts. 

From his first arrival he made the church his chief 
dwelling-place ; there he frequently passed long hours 
prostrate and immovable, apparently absorbed in medi- 
tation and prayer, and there, when anyone sought him, 
he was sure to be found* 
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* Many,' says Catherine Lassagne, * have said to me : 
How we love to see M. the Cur^ in the church at early 
dawn, when he says his prayers ; before he begins, and 
from time to time during the recitation of the holy 
office, he looks at the tabernacle with a smile, which it 
is edifying to behold.' 

^ I have often remarked this myself,' adds M. Monnin ; 
* one would say at such moments that he saw the Lord 
Himself. I have been deeply impressed .by my own 
spiritual misery when I have contemplated, by the 
light of the lamp which burned before him, that ema- 
ciated face turned towards the door of the tabernacle, 
his brilliant eyes lit up with an expression of happiness 
impossible to describe.' 

M. Vianney, as we have seen, spent the greater part 
of his time in church ; there, he not only often remained 
for whole days together, but frequently for a great part 
of the night also : hence the arrangements of his cure, 
the furnishing of his room, and the necessary provision 
for a comfortable establishment, were quite superfluous 
cares, about which he never occupied himself; and 
thus the presbytery of Ars acquired from the first that 
singular and desolate aspect, by which those who after* 
wards visited it were so much struck. That some one 
lived there was evident, but so destitute did it appear 
of the very necessaries of life, that it was difficult to 
believe it the abode of a human tenant. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

THE COMMENCEMENT OF M. VIANNEy'S MINISTRY AT ARS. — ^HIS 
RELATIONS WITH HIS PARISHIONERS. MADLLE. D^ARS. 

It was with profound joy that M. Vianney took pos- 
session of his post, and with feelings of the deepest 
gratitude at having been esteemed worthy of the charge 
committed to him. Nevertheless, the task which lay 
before him was a very arduous one. The people of Ars 
were, at that time, very far from being the exemplary 
community which they afterwards became. 

Catherine Lassagne writes : ' The parish of Ars was, 
at the time of the arrival of M. the Cure, in a state of 
the utmost spiritual poverty ; virtue was little known 
or practised there; nearly everyone forgot the good 
way, that is to say, neglected the care of his soul and 
his salvation. The young people, who thought of 
nothing but pleasure and amusement, were in the habit 
of assembling nearly every Sunday, either in the open 
air, or in the taverns, according to the season, and of 
giving themselves up to the enjoyment of dancing and 
other such diversions.' 

This testimony is more than confirmed by many of 
the aged inhabitants of the district, who state that the 
people of Ars were formerly notorious for carrying their 
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love of pleasure to the most thoughtless and dangerous 
excess. 

When M. Vianney became acquainted with the cha- 
racter of the people over whom he had been appointed 
the spiritual guide, he determined frequently to pass 
whole days and nights in intercessory prayer for them^ 
beseeching Grod to act by His grace directly on the 
hearts of his parishioners. This resolution he absolutely 
and literally carried out. 

The next means which he employed for the edifica- 
tion of his benighted people was that of preaching. To 
this part of his priestly duty Vianney attached the 
greatest importance, and he devoted to the preparation 
of his sermons nearly all the time which was not oc- 
cupied by spiritual exercises. Sometimes for days to- 
gether he shut himself up in his sacristy, in order to 
give himself uninterruptedly to this labour. When his 
sermons or homilies were completje, it was his habit to 
recite them to himself, as if he were in the pulpit. 

But there were many other ways besides preaching 
and praying for them by which M. Vianney endeavoured 
to promote the welfare of his people, and by which he 
every day won to himself more and more of their con- 
fidence and affection. Not satisfied with the general 
relations of priest and people, he sought in every pos- 
sible way to make himself the special friend of each 
member of his flock ; and, without descending from his 
dignity, or for one moment forgetting his priestly cha- 
racter, he showed to everyone of them such direct and 
special marks of his love and sympathy as might have 
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induced in each the feeling that he was the peculiar 
object of his consideration. He never even passed a 
little child in the street without stopping to caress it, 
Or to address to it some kind and pleasant words. 

M. Vianney generally made his pastoral visits at the 
hour of dinner, in order to find all the family assembled ; 
and, that he might not cause any disturbance, it was his 
habit to announce his approach by gently calling by his 
name the master of the house. On entering, he made 
a sign to all to continue their repast, and, generally 
leaning against the wall, he would converse with the 
most aflFectionate sympathy on diflferent subjects of in- 
terest to the family ; after which, with as much kind- 
ness as address, he would introduce those divine topics 
by which his own soul appeared to be continually 
absorbed. 

He was listened to, on these occasions, with the most 
devout attention, audit is stated that many conversions 
to Grod were the fruit of these simple conversations. 

At the time when M. Vianney commenced with so 
much zeal, and with so few elements of success, his 
ministry at Ars, the seignorial castle was inhabited by 
a lady of remarkable character and singular piety. 

Mademoiselle d'Ars, daughter of Count Louis Garnier 
d'Ars, an officer of the French Gruards, was at this time 
about sixty years of age. She had been brought up in 
the royal circle of Saint-Cyr, and having from her 
childhood constantly lived in the society of some of the 
most zealous and distinguished churchmen of the day, 
she had at a very early age learned to read and to ap- 
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predate the grand works of Bossuet, Fenelon, and other 
of the great theologians of France. At the epoch of 
which we now write age had ripened in her the pious 
sentiments for which, even in her youth, she had been 
remarkable. 

Mademoiselle d'Ars was small in stature, but fiill of 
grace and vivacity ; her exterior was simple and noble 
at the same time ; indeed, in her general character were 
united many apparently opposite qualities. With a 
superior and highly-cultivated intellect was combined 
the sweetest playfulness of manner and the most 
sparkling animation of spirit. Nothing, it is said, 
could be more delightful than to hear her recital of 
the political anecdotes and events which had occurred 
in her youth ; it was like listening to a living chronicle, 
or reading the most charming memoirs. Added to her 
many graces and mental attractions. Mademoiselle d'Ars 
is said to have possessed a kindness of heart, and in- 
dulgence for the failings of others, which were proof 
against every provocation, and a piety so exalted that 
no one could approach her without a feeling of re- 
verential respect. 

Although by her birth and education she belonged to 
the highest rank of society, Mademoiselle d'Ars led a 
very retired life, and devoted her time chiefly to works 
of charity and to spiritual exercises. 

Nothing could be more simple than the employment 
of her day. She always rose the first in the house, and 
early in the morning assembled her household for 
prayer, after which she read to them some religious 
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book. Every day, in all weathers and at all seasons, she^ 
went on foot to attend the mass of her Cure, though it 
was no inconsiderable walk from the castle to the church. 

One day, when she had come to the mass in a deep 
snow, M. Vianney could not refrain from saying, 
* Mademoiselle, you ought to have had a carriage.' 

* My good Cur6,' she replied, * I have calculated the 
expense of that ; it is a large sum, and would be so 
much taken from the poor.' 

The rest of her day was spent in superintending the 
cares of her household, in assigning their several duties 
to her domestics, in reading to them some good book, 
such as the * Lives of the Saints,' and in executing 
various tasks of needlework. At night she again 
assembled her household for worship. 

The Chateau d'Ars was not only a house of prayer 
and of godly living for its inhabitants; it was the 
asylum of the unhappy — the hospital, the bank, the 
refuge, and the resource of the whole country. 
Mademoiselle d'Ars had regulated her expenditure far 
below her income, so that she was able to exercise an 
almost unlimited charity. Nor was it only in giving 
that she so signally manifested this grace, but in various 
other and more self-denying ways. It was her habit to 
work daily and diligently with her own hands for the 
poor in the neighbourhood, with every family of whom 
she was not only the benefactor, but the friend and the 
confidante ; and there was hardly a child in the parish 
with whose name, age, and character she was not well 
acquainted. 
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Mademoiselle d'Ars was the first to appreciate 'the 
holy Cure ' — so she always called him — the first to com- 
prehend and to rejoice in the inestimable gift which 
she believed Heaven had, in its bounty, made to the 
parish of Ars. A few days after the arrival of M. Vian- 
ney, she writes thus : * We have just lost M. Place, who 
was a good priest. Death has taken him from us in 
the flower of his age. M. Gourbon has sent us in his 
place a vicar from Ecully, named Vianney. We are the 
spoilt children of Providence. I have never known so 
pious a priest as our new Cure ; he never leaves the 
church. At the altar he is a seraph ; in the pulpit he 
is not an orator, like M. Berger, but he is fiill of the 
Spirit of God. He hardly tastes food. Pray that God 
will support him, and that he may be long spared to 
us. If he were to die, it would be difficult indeed to 
replace him.' 
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CHAPTER III. 

IMPROVEMENT IN THE PARISH OF ARS. — VARIOUS CHANGES 
EFFECTED BY M. VIANNEY. — ^THE PRACTICE OF FREQUENT COM- 
MUNION INTRODUCED. — CONFRATERNITIES ESTABLISHED, 

It had been M. Vianney's anxious wish, on first coming 
to Ars, to establish in his church the practice of per- 
petual adoration ; but owing to the state of the parish, 
and the difficulty of finding worshippers, his eflforts 
had, for some time, proved unsuccessful. At length, 
however, through the instrumentality of a few devout 
individuals, his desire was accomplished, and the little 
Church of Ars was never seen without two worshippers 
— one at the High Altar, the other in the Virgin's 
Chapel. 

One of these devout individuals was Mademoiselle 
Piquant, a lady who had long been well known at 
Lyons for her eminent piety; and who, attracted by the 
reputation of Vianney, had come to establish herself at 
Ars. Mademoiselle Piquant was possessed of «ome 
fortune, and as she cared not for ease or comfort, and 
was only anxious to pass the remainder of her days in 
prayer and contemplation, she was able to spend in 
good works the chief part of her income. It was her 
delight to make the CurS her almoner ; and he was 
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equally ready to draw upon her purse when his own 
resources failed, which was very frequently the case. 

Vianney's next aim was to bring his people to more 
regular attendance upon the services of the church, and 
especially to a more constant observance of the sacra- 
ments. At Ecully he had had the happiness of seeing 
the eucharistic table continually surrounded, but now 
it was very diflferent. Frequent communion was un- 
known at Ars, and even the more respectable families 
had, for the most part, contented themselves — as re- 
garded their religious duties — by merely observing the 
great annual festivals of thje Church. Th^ zealous 
pastor groaned over the sad condition of his parish. 

* I have nothing to do here,' he said, sadly. ' Ah ! if 
I could only once see our divine Saviour known and 
loved ; if I could only daily distribute to a great num- 
ber of believers His holy sacrament, how happy I 
should be.' 

It was not long before this consolation was also 
awarded to him. By his zealous exertions, with the 
aid and example of the same individuals to whom we 
have already referred, the number of communicants 
rapidly increased, and Vianney had no longer to mourn 
over the backwardness of the people to attend hig daily 
services. And thus was formed the nucleus of those 
mighty congregations which were afterwards drawn to- 
gether, not only from the surrounding country, but 
from the most remote parts of Christendom, by the 
fame of this extraordinary man. 

We are informed that the doctrine of Vianney was 

p 
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not in accordance with that of many of the theologians 
of the epoch to which he belonged. He was rather of 
the school of Saint Alphonse de Ligiiori, of Saint Fran- 
pois de Sales, and of Saint Vincent de Paul. He be- 
lieved the Eucharist to be the daily bread which we 
demand of God in the Lord's Prayer ; and he held, with 
Fenelon, that ' If Jesus Christ gives Himself to us under 
the appearance of bread, which is the natural food of 
man, it is to familiarise us with His risen and glorified 
body.' * And with Saint Chrysostom, that ^ Presump- 
tion does not consist in approaching the Lord's Table 
too often, but in approaching it unworthily, if it were 
but once in the course of a life.' 

'Come to the communion, my brethren,' said he; 
*come to Jesus with love and confidence; come and 
live upon Him, in order to live for Him. Do not say 
that you have too much to do. Has not the Divine 
Saviour said, " Come unto me ye that travail and are 
heavy laden, and I will refresh you." Can you resist an 
invitation so full of love and tenderness ? Do not say you 
are not worthy of it ; it is true you are not worthy of it, 
but you have need of it. If our Lord had had our 
worthiness in view He would never have instituted His 
beautiful sacrament of love : for no one is worthy of it, 
neither the saints, nor the angels, nor the archangels, 
nor the Holy Virgin ; but He had in view your needs, 
and we all have need of it. Do not say you are 
sinners ; that you are too vile, and that therefore you 

* ' Letters upon Frequent Communion.' 
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dare not approach the table of the Lord. You might 
as well say that you are too sick, and that therefore 
you will not see a physician.' 

Such were the instructions which Vianney gave to 
his people, in order to kindle in their hearts the desire 
and the love for the holy sacrament. He did not think 
that the labours of the field, and the cares of the house- 
hold, were incompatible with frequent communion ; but, 
on the contrary, that work offered to God, and sancti- 
fied by the spirit of prayer, was the best of all pre- 
parations for it. 

Another means by which Vianney sought to promote 
the spiritual advancement of his people was by the 
estabUshment of certain confrateroities in his parish. 
Amongst those authorised by his Church, the Confra- 
ternity of the Eosary, and that of the Holy Sacrament, 
were the two to which he most inclined : by the former 
he hoped to reach the women and girls ; by the latter 
to draw around him the men and youths, to bring them 
to church, to unite them by one common bond, and to 
discipline and instruct them. His chief diflSculty was 
with the young girls, whose thoughtless levity and love 
of pleasure so indisposed them for every serious exer- 
cise, that it was only rarely he could seize an opportu- 
nity of addressing them. 

On one occasion, however — it was on a Sunday even- 
ing, after vespers — several of them remained in the 
church to confess. When the Cur6, who was in the 
choir, observed them. • This time,* said he to himself, 
* they cannot escape me. There is my Society of the 

F 2 
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Eosary already formed.' When, a few moments after- 
wards, they were assembled around his confessional, 
^ My children,' said he, ^ we will, if you please, recite 
together the chaplet. Pray that you may have grace 
to perform well the duty upon which you are about to 
enter.' He then commenced the prayers, while his 
young auditors repeated the responses. 

' From this day,' writes Catherine, * dates the conver- 
sion of many. One of them, who had been foremost in 
the pursuit of pleasure, has often confessed to me that 
she was so much affected and disconcerted when the 
Cure proposed to them to recite the chaplet, that she 
was hardly able to utter a word. " I verily believe," 
she added, *' that it was at that moment he obtained my 
conversion." It is certain,' continues Catherine, ^ that 
she subsequently became a pattern of propriety and 
regularity to all her companions.' 

From this time a change passed over the face of the 
whole country, and a spirit of devotion became general. 
The fame of the Cur^ d'Ars was now extending far be- 
yond the limits of his humble parish. It was, however, 
no sudden transformation which he had effected ; all 
Vianney's successes were the price of the most inex- 
haustible patience, the most untiring perseverance, and 
of a zeal that was proof against every discouragement. 

The Confraternity of the Holy Sacrament dates from 
the same epoch. Several men were eager to respond 
to the appeal made to them : the heads of the princi- 
pal families were the first to set the example. * Men,' 
said the good Cure, *have a soul to save as well as 
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women. They are the first everywhere ; why should 
they not be the first to serve God, and to render hom- 
age to Jesus Christ in the great sacrament of His love ? 
Devotion is more influential when practised by them.' 

It was at this time, the spring of 1819, that M. Vian- 
ney had the happiness of making the acquaintance of 
the brother of Mademoiselle d'Ars. 

The Viscount d'Ars lived in Paris, where his eminent 
piety and many virtues had made him the centre of a 
society which comprehended, we are told, a consider- 
able number of the most distinguished theologians and 
the most saintly men of that day. The first visit which 
he made, after his arrival at the Chateau d'Ars, was to 
the Cure. It is stated that he was deeply impressed 
by his appearance, and that he felt at once that he was 
in the presence of a saint. During his stay at the 
Castle he had frequent conversations with Vianney. 
Each successive interview only increased the favourable 
impression already made on both sides, and soon the 
acquaintance so recently formed had ripened into a 
strong and lifelong friendship. 

If M. Vianney was a holy and devoted priest, the life 
of the Viscount d'Ars was — in his sphere — no less pious 
and self-denying. Every morning it was his custom 
to attend the public services of his church ; the after- 
noons he devoted to visiting the poor and afflicted at 
their homes. It was not with money only that he 
entered the miserable abodes of poverty, but with kind 
words, with benevolent cordiality, and with an air of 
sweet Christian equality. 
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The day after the arrival of M. d'Ars at the house of 
his sister, this excellent man went all over the village 
— ^visiting every house, sitting down with the lowliest 
and the poorest, pressing the hand of the old man, 
caressing the little child, saying kind words to all, and 
leavi^g the poor loaded with his benefits, and every 
one enchanted with his kindness. On the day preced- 
ing his departure, the same visits were repeated with 
the same liberalities of heart and hand. ^ Oh, how glad 
I am to have made the acquaintance of M. le Vicomte,' 
said the Cure d'Ars. * How imperfect am I beside 
him ! ' 

' What a treasure is this humble priest ! ' exclaimed, 
on his side, M. d'Ars. * He is not learned, but he is 
better than if he were learned. How I envy the lot of 
my sister I How happy should I be to live under the 
shadow of his virtues. How privileged is the village 
of Ars. ... To gratify the holy man, and to share his 
esteem, there is nothing which I am not ready to do, 
were it to sacrifice half my fortune.' 

When the Viscount d'Ars took leave of the Abbe 
Vianney, he asked his blessing, and begged to be asso- 
ciated with him in his prayers and his good works. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

M. VIANNET CONTINUES TO REFORM ABUSES. — ABOLITION OF 
DANCES, &C. BETTER OBSERVANCE OF THE SABBATH. 

We have remarked that dancing had long been a 
fevourite pastime of the people of Are. It was one, 
however, to which M. Vianney strongly objected, and 
which he even went so far as to regard as the worst 
enemy of the reformation which he hoped to carry for- 
ward in his parish ; but though he had from the first 
set his face against this seductive amusement, and had 
even succeeded in inducing many of the young girls to 
refrain from it, still it was far otherwise with the ma- 
jority ; and the ears of the unhappy pastor were con- 
tinually offended by the sounds of festive mirth which 
proceeded from the different localities chosen by the 
young people for their turbulent assemblies. 

One day the Cure met an itinerant musician who 
had just come into the parish, and was prepared to 
attend with his fiddle the dances which were about to 
take place. *My friend,' said he, *you follow a bad 
trade, and one which God does not approve.' 
' Sir,' replied the fiddler, * we must live.' 
* Yes, my friend, but we must also die ; and I fear 
that when your end draws near, you will regret the life 
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; now leading.. Stay, we will make a bargain. 

uch will thej give you a day?' 

inty francs.' 

re ; take forty, and leave us in peace.' 

tical time waa now drawing near. The festiTal 

patron saint was approaching, and this was a 

fvhich never passed away without a succession of 

and other tumultuous pleasures. The whole 
purhood collected together, distant villages sent 
intingents, and for many days the remote parish 
vas the scene of the wildest gaiety and dissipa- 
rhe poor Cure was at his wit's end. For some 
I sought in vain to devise the means of stem- 
tie torrent; at length he resolved to have re- 
to prayer and fasting, his usual resource in 
i cases, or when he had any special favours to 
'bis resolution was no sooner formed than it was 

out ; he nearly abandoned all food, and spent 
ays and nights on his knees, beseeching God to 
ite in the hearts of his people that love of the 
ly which they were thus led captive. At the 
me Vianney did not cease to urge upon his 
mers that life is a serious thing ; that they had 
Q sent into the world to dance; and that it were 
ieed for a man to risk his eternity for a moment 
sure. ' In the world, my brethren,' said he, 
link only of amusing themselves ; nevertheless, a 
nnot offer a dance in expiation of the sins of 
. . Our Lord,' continued he, ' does not say, 
id are those who laugh, blessed are those who 
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dance ; " but he says, on the contrary, " Blessed are 
those who weep, blessed are those who mourn." ' 

With these and similar exhortations did the Cure 
seek to bring over the minds of his people to his own 
views ; but what influenced them far more than his 
words was his own self-denying life, his mortification, 
his fasts, and his long prayers. 

^ Our Cure does what he says ; he practises what he 
teaches,' said they. * We have never seen him take 
part in any pleasure ; his only pleasure is in prayer. 
Let us follow his advice ; afttr all, he only desires our 
good.' 

These reflections, made by the fireside, in the homes 
of the families, by degrees prepared the minds of his 
people for the reception of those instructions which their 
zealous pastor was so anxious to inculcate. 

In the meantime the eve of the great festival had 
arrived : the whole village was in a state of excitement. 
A deputation of young people went to the Mayor to 
request his sanction to the ball which was expected to 
take place as usual on the first day of the festival. At 
the word * ball ' a frown appeared on the old Mayor's 
countenance ; he was a good man, and being anxious in 
every way to support the views of his beloved Cure, he 
had promised, as far as possible, to discourage any 
recurrence of the scenes which had so grieved him. 

' My friends,' said he, ' I ha\ e promised our holy 
Cure to oppose this ball. I must keep my word ; do as 
I do, follow his good advice ; you will not repent 
of it.' 
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The young people to whom this reply was addressed 
immediately set off for Trevoux, and soon returned with 
the Prefect's signature. 

* The Prefect is my superior,' said the Mayor ; * I 
cannot forbid what he authorises : but the police of the 
parish will obey me, and remember, if there is any 
noise or disturbance, I shall be quickly on the spot.' 

In the meantime the ball took place, and the poor 
CuVe could only groan before God over the obstinacy 
and blindness of his deluded people. 

On this occasion it is true that the spirit of levity did 
not break out as usual. One important part of the pro- 
gramme fidled : nearly all the young girls whose pre- 
sence and co-operation were expected remained in the 
church by the side of their mothers. Thus the festival 
lost a great part of its interest ; and when the Mayor 
appeared in his ofl&cial robes at night, to dismiss the 
crowds, there was no need to repeat the order a second 
time. At the moment when the festive company were 
dispersing, the village bells pealed forth a signal for 
prayer. This evening the church was crowded ; every- 
one felt something was due to the wounded heart of the 
pastor. Thus passed over this momentous festival: 
those who had been most eager in promoting the 
amusements which usually accompanied it, afterwards 
appeared confused and disconcerted, and more with the 
air of having sustained a defeat than with that of 
having gained a victory. 

From this time the fete of the patron saint was no 
longer characterised by scenes of levity and vain diver- 
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sion, but it became a truly religious festival, and mere 
thoughtless mirth gave place to Christian joy. 

Another subject which occupied the anxious thoughts 
of the Cure d'Ars was the due obsei-vance of the Sab- 
bath ; this was a part of the divine law upon which he 
frequently dwelt in the pulpit. 

* You labour and strive,' said he, * but all you gain 
by working on the Lord's Day is ruin to your souls and ' 
bodies. ... Oh I how mistaken in their calculations are 
those who think that they will obtain money or profit 
themselves by violating the law of God 

' He has commanded you to work, but He has also 
commanded you to rest from work. . . . He has com- 
manded you to pray, but He forbids you to be careful. 
Listen to the words of Our Lord : " Which of you, by 
taking thought, can add one cubit unto his stature f 
Therefore^ take no thought, saying what shall we eat, 
or what shall we drink, or wherewithal shall we be 
clothed? But seek ye first the kingdom of Ood and His 
righteousness; and all these things shall be added 
unto you. Take, therefore, no thought of the morrow, 
for the Toorrow shall take thought for the things of it- 
self Sujfflcient unto the day is the evil thereof ^^ 

* Man is not merely a beast of burden ; he is a spirit, 
created after the image of God : he has not only tem- 
poral and bodily wants ; he has the needs of the soul, 
and the appetites of the heart. He does not live on 
bread alone, but on prayer, on faith, on adoration, and 
on love. 

* Sunday,' said he, again, * is the property of God. 
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'lis day, the day of the Lord. He made all the 
' the week ; He might have kept them all. He 
■en you six ; He has reserved the seventh to Him- 
Jy what right do you touch what does not belong 

? . . . I know of two sure ways of becoming 
these are, to work on Sundays, and to take that 
belongs to another.' * 
1 were the exhortations which frequently occurred 

discourses of the Cure, ' Do not distrust Pro- 
e,' said he, on another occasion. ' He who made 
rn to grow will also give you time to reap the 
t.' Forti6ed himself by these considerations, it 
bave been an extraordinary case indeed which 

have induced M. Vianuey to swerve from the 
injunction w^icb he laid upon his people to lay 
dl work on the ijord's bayf 
s stated that the Cure d'Ars met here with the 
sxtraordinary success which had hitherto attended 
I efforts for the spiritual advancement of his 
: and the improvement of his pariah. ' I was at 
■elates the Abbe Renaud, ' during the time of the 
arvest. With the exception of some short in- 
i, of which the inhabitants had availed themselves 
. their grass, it had rained continuously through 
eek. Nevertheless, although on Sunday the 
sr was mi^nificent, and the hay lay all over the 
■y, after being exposed for several days to coa- 
wet, not a haymaker was to be seen in the fields. 

[b was a favourite sentence of the Curi d'Ars. Towards the end 
fe it was often on hia lips, ae the fruit of hla long experience. 
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I met an honest labouring man, and, wishing to prove 
him, I said, " But, my friend, your harvest will be spoilt." 
*' I have no fears," replied he. '^ He who has bestowed 
the harvest upon us has power to preserve it to us. 
Our holy Cure has forbidden us to work on the Sunday, 
and we must obey him." ' 

But although so decided and unflinching in his own 
opinions and sentiments, Vianney was always most 
gentle and kind in his manner of conveying instruction. 
' I have never been angry with my parishioners,' said 
he. * I do not think that I have ever even reproached 
them.' 

When the Cure first arrived at Ars, there were two 
taverns in the parish. Gently, but firmly, he strove 
to suppress these disorderly establishments, which he 
looked upon as the greatest obstacles in the way of the 
improvements he hoped to effect, and especially of the 
better observance of the Lord's Day. The result of his 
patient but earnest endeavours was the suppression, 
after a short time, of one of these houses of public 
resort; the other struggled on for a longer period 
against the efforts of the pastor, but little by little its 
custom diminished, till at length it also was entirely 
abandoned, and finally closed. 

In the place of these establishments, Vianney sanc- 
tioned, at the commencement of the pilgrimage, the 
opening of two hotels, for the accommodation and 
entertainment of the travellers. These houses, where 
everything was conducted with the strictest order and 
regularity, were always closed during divine service. 
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and were opened only for the reception of strangers 
and pilgrims, who soon began to pour into the village 
in increasing and ever-increasing numbers, till at length 
it became impossible to provide for them the necessary 
accommodation. 

From this time Ars began to manifest that grave 
and religious aspect which distinguished it from all the 
neighbouring villages, and indeed from all the surround- 
ing country. * It was a happiness to spend a Sunday or 
a Saint's Day in the parish church,' says the Abbe 
Eenaud, in his notes ; * the communions were frequent^ 
the prayer continual. The church was never unoccu- 
pied : during the offices, which succeeded each other at 
short intervals, it was crowded to excess. . . . Towards 
sunset the bells again called the people together, and 
for the third time the whole parish responded to this 
appeal. When M. Vianney left his confessional, he as- 
cended the pulpit, and delivered one of those touching 
homilies, in which he poured forth his soul in terms at 
once so simple and yet so sublime, so forcible and yet 
so pathetic. 

* Under the influence of his teaching the guilty trem- 
bled ; the pious were strengthened ; the proud became 
more humble ; the unhappy more resigned ; the stricken 
heart more calm ; whilst the bonds which unite man to 
God and to his neighbour grew closer and firmer. 

* When Simday came the parish of Ars presented the 
touching spectacle which one of our celebrated orators* 
has so admirably described. The public tvays were 

* Lacordaire, Conferences de Notre-Dame, 
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covered with a multitude in their holiday costume ; 
every age and cl^isa appeared^ with their hopes and 
their fears ; all tempered by a higher sentiment of life. 
A fraternal joy animated every countenance; the 
servant drew nearer to his master^ the poor mxin ven- 
tured to approach closer to the rich ; and everyone, by 
the consciousness of having fulfilled the same duty, 
a/nd of having received the same grace, Tnore sensibly 
felt themselves the children of the same Heavenly 
Father' 
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CHAPTER V. 

IMPROVEMENT AND DECORATION OF VIANNET*S CHURCH. THE 

ERECTION OF SEVERAL CHAPELS. 

When M. Vianney came to Ars, he found his little 
church entirely destitute of ornament, and altogether 
in a very dilapidated condition. This gave him much 
concern ; for though not only utterly indiflferent to the 
luxuries of life for himself, but seeming even to con- 
temn its very necessaries, still, with respect to all that 
concerned the worship of God, he appeared to have a 
real passion for the costly and the beautiful. * Oh, 
how I love,' said he, at every new acquisition, ^ to aug- 
ment the riches of God's house. Who would not give 
to the Lord all that he had that was most precious ? 
What ingratitude, to be parsimonious to a God who 
has been so generous to us ! Has he not given His 
blood on the cross for us ?' 

Vianney soon devised a plan for the festoration of his 
church, beginning with the high altar, which he replaced, 
at his own expense, by a new one. He would never solicit 
the aid of others till he had exhausted his own resources. 
This first step towards the restoration of his church 
soon demanded another. The old wood carving in the 
choir contrasted sadly with the gilding and brilliant 
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colours of the new altar. The joiner became a deco- 
rator, and for months together he was seen, brush in 
hand, endeavouring to give to the ancient mouldings 
and antique panels a little freshness and lustre. He 
succeeded well enough to delight the simple people of 
Ars, and the choristers took possession of their renewed 
stalls with as much joy as if they had been repainted 
by the first masters of the art. 

These labours occupied the natural activity of the 
Cure, and saved him from the languor and inertia of 
which he feared the effects in the qlimate of Dombes. 
* The relaxing air of this country disquiets me,' said he ; 
' I am afraid of being cast away for my want of dili- 
gence.' 

All his people eagerly and heartily co-operated with 
Vianuey in his efforts to adorn and beautify the house 
of God, and on the grand fete days the little church 
now presented a cheerful and even an imposing aspect. 

Amongst the festivals of the Roman Catholic church 
that of the Holy Sacrament holds the fiirst place. In 
France it has always remained popular, notwithstand- 
ing the infidel state into which the coimtry was plunged 
by the Eevolution. 

This festival was the one above all others to which 
Vianney attached the gref.test importance ; and in order 
that it might be celebrated with all possible pomp at 
Ars, he had himself, from the first year of his installa- 
tion, incurred the expeuse of dressing a troop of little 
children in white, who were attached to the procession, 
and who doubtless added much to its beauty. This was 

a 
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the commencement of those grand Fetes-Dieu which 
have since been, and still are, one of the wonders of the 
pilgrimage of Ars. 

When the Viscount d'Ars heard of the efiforts which 
Vianney was making to restore and beautify his little 
church, he sent from Paris six chandeliers, two reliqua- 
ries, and a tabernacle to adorn the high altar ; then 
came a splendid canopy, rich banners, superb chasubles ; 
and lastly, a beautiful vermilion pix. These presents 
were accompanied by a letter, in which the generous 
Viscount expressed his feelings of respectful affection 
for the Cure, and begged to be remembered in his 
prayers. 

* You have lost much,' they wrote from the Chateau 
d'Ars, ' at not being present at the opening of the box 
containing the last gifts of the Viscount. You would 
have enjoyed the lively, one might almost say the in- 
fantine joy, of the holy Cur6 ; it would be impossible 
to describe his transports at each new discovery. He 
called all the good old parishioners together. " Come, 
mother," he exclaimed to one of them, **come and see 
a fine thing before you die." For some days he was at 
a loss to know how to testify his gratitude to God ; at 
length an idea occurred to him. " My brethren," said 
he, the following Sunday, '* you know what Monsieur 
d'Ars has done for us ; well, I propose to lead you all 
in procession to Fourvi^res, to return thanks to the 
Holy Virgin. She will bless these treasures, and we 
will at the same time consecrate ourselves to her in 
that sanctuary in which she has manifested herself with 
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SO much power and goodness." ' This proposition was 
eagerly accepted. The day fixed upon was the fete of 
Saint Sixte, patron of the parish. 

Before dawn nearly the whole population, in festive 
attire, crowded to the church. The pastor was already 
there ; his flock surrounded him. * The parish might 
easily have been attacked,' said Catherine ; ' there were 
very few left to defend it.' 

This day has remained inscribed as a memorable 
date in the minds of the people of Ars. Not only did 
it inaugurate the sumptuous presents made to their 
church, but it marked for them the precise epoch of a 
great religious transformation. 

Vianney constructed several chapels in his little 
church; the first, which was opposite to the Lady 
Chapel, he dedicated to his patron saint, Joiin the 
Baptist. There is a traditional belief in the country, 
which connects the erection of this chapel with a super- 
natural fact. * One day,' says the chronicler, ' during 
mass, the pastor saw the saint standing at the comer 
of the altar, and making signs to him that he desired 
to be especially honoured in the church of Ars, an^j 
that many souls would, by his intercession, be brought 
back to Grod.' The construction of the Chapel of Saint 
John is also said to have been accompanied by another 
fact, hardly less extraordinary. When it was finished, 
the too-charitable pastor found himself without the 
means of paying his workmen. To confess his insol* 
vency, and ask a delay, would be easy ; but his difficulty 
would still remain. His usual resource, when troubled 

02 
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by any embarrassment, was to take a walk in the 
country, his rosary in his hand; he generally found 
that prayer and the fresh air were his best restoratives. 
On this occasion he had hardly passed the last houses 
of the village when he met a gentleman on horseback, 
who saluted him courteously, and inquired kindly after 
his health. * I am not ill,' replied the poor priest, ' but 
I am disturbed.' * What is the matter ? — is it your 
parishioners who have vexed you?' * No ; on the con- 
trary, they have only too much consideration for me. 
It is altogether another matter which distresses me. I 
nave built a chapel, and I have no money to pay the work- 
men.' The stranger appeared to reflect, and Vianney, 
fearing that his last words might have the appearance 
of an indirect appeal to his generosity, was prepared to 
take his leave, when his kind interlocutor suddenly 
stopped him, and, taking from his purse twenty-five 
pieces of gold, * Eeverend sir,' said he, * here is what 
will pay your workmen; I commend myself to your 
prayers;' and without waiting to be thanked, he dis- 
appeared. This was the first, but it was not the last 
time that the Cure d'Ars received unexpected and 
unlooked-for succour in moments of difficulty and em- 
barrassment. 

His old brother-student at EcuUy, the venerable 
Abbe Loras, afterwaids Bishop of Dubuques, came to 
inaugurate and to consecrate the new chapel. The 
concourse of people at this fete was immense. The 
inhabitants of Ars had never before seen so large a 
multitude assemble in their church. ' On eut dit^^ 
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says Catherine, ^ que le saint precurseur avail passe 
dans toutes les paroisses environnantes appelant les 
populations a Ars.^ Some days after this ceremony, 
the Cure said to his parishioners, 'Si vous saviez ce 
qui 8*est passe dans cette chapelle^ vous n'oserierez pas 
y mettre les pieds. . . . Si le bon Dieu voulait, U 
vous le ferait connaitre) pour moi,je ne vous en dis 
pas davantageJ 

Vianney's next care, after he had thus manifested his 
love and gratitude towards his patron saiifc^was to raise 
an altar to Saint Philomene, whoseiSSSiSiSp had only 
recently been introduced into France, but whose fa^me 
was now rapidly spreading over the Eoman Catholic 
world. 

In the month of May, 1802, the excavations which 
were made at Rome, in the Cemetery of Sainte-Priscille, 
had led to the discovery of a tomb, upon which were 
recognised the symbols of virgiuity and of martyrdom, 
three arrows, a psalm, and a lily; below was written 
these words : 

* (Fi)Luinena pax tecum fi(at).' 
Philomene, peace be with thee. Amen. 

The sepulchral tile which closed the entrance havdng 
been loosened, the remains of the saint appeared, with 
the urn, which still bore upon its crystal surface marks 
of the blood shed for Jesus Christ. 

This sacred deposit remained for some time at Eome, 
from whence, at the prayer of a Neapolitan missionary, 
Don Franfois de Lucia, Monsignor Ponzetti, the guar- 
dian of the sacred relics, permitted it to be transported 
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to Mugnano, in the diocese of Nole, where, it is stated, 
the power of the young martyr manifested itself by the 
most extraordinary miracles. Her reputation increased 
proportionately, and, in the year 1816 her worship had 
become almost universal in France. But what, as we 
are informed, tended more than anything else to popu- 
larise the name and the memory of Saint Philomene, 
on this side the Alps, was the ardent and enthusiastic 
devotion which Vianney rendered to her. It is said 
that he always laid to the account of his chere petite 
sainte all the reputed miracles and prodigies which 
contributed so much to the celebrity of the pilgrimage 
of Ars. * CPitait a elle a 8^ en defendre : lui n^y Uait 
pour rien: cela ne le regardait en aucune fagonJ^ 
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CHAPTER VI. 

VIANNEY's love for his people. — HIS EVANGELICAL LABOURS 

WITHIN AND WITHOUT HIS PARISH. 

Vlonet's great affection for his parishioners, and the 
zeal which he manifested in their service, was returned, 
on their part, by the most devoted personal attachment. 
There were few things they would have dreaded more 
than to give him pain or annoyance. It was, indeed, 
this fear — more powerful with many of them than the 
voice of conscience — which contributed not a little to 
the good conduct and orderly lives of his people. 

In spite, however, of his pastoral solicitude, and of 
the personal interest which he took in each individual 
of his flock, his zeal and activity could still hardly find 
sufficient scope in a district comprising only a few 
hundred inhabitants. This consideration induced his 
superiors to offer him a more important post in one of 
the picturesque cantons of Beaujolais. After a five 
years' residence in the gloomy climate of Dombes, Salles 
would have been a Paradise ; and this change presented 
besides every advantage likely to tempt a man not al- 
together indifferent to material considerations. 

It appears that Vianney decided upon accepting this 
post. In a letter to his brother, dated April 8, 1820, 
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he writes: — *My dear brother: I am about to leave 
Bresse for Beaujolais. My departure is to take place 
next week. They are going to send me to a cure not 
far from Villefranche, where I hope very soon to see 
you.' 

Twice Vianney visited the proposed scene of his 
future labours, and twice his miserable furniture was 
conveyed to the banks of the Saone ; but each attempt 
to cross the river was frustrated by one of those inun- 
dations which often interrupted the communications 
from one bank to the other before the suspension- 
bridges were constructed. 

The inhabitants of Ars, whose grief at the thought 
of losing their beloved Cur^ may be imagined, were 
enchanted at any contretemps which, at least for a 
time, delayed his departure. They availed themselves 
of the present respite by renewing their entreaties that 
he would not abandon them. They represented to him 
that Heaven itself had now declared against this 
separation, by placing an insurmountable barrier in the 
way at least of its immediate accomplishment* To all 
this Vianney replied that he had no will of his own, 
and only desired to follow the leading of God's pro- 
vidence ; and the result was, that a deputation was sent 
to the Archbishop, intimating that the Cur^ d'Ars was 
willing to remain at his old post ; that his parishioners 
ardently desired to keep him ; and that they earnestly 
solicited the administration to abandon all thoughts of 
the proposed change. 

From this time Vianney identified imself more and 
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more, in heart and in life, with his parishioners ; all his 
thoughts were concentrated upon them ; their joys were 
his joys, their sorrows his sorrows, and their virtues his 
glory and delight. 

Henceforth the horizon of his world was bounded by 
that little spot where all the previous circumstances of 
his life were to find their final dSnouement. 

A great change appeared to have taken place in the 
people of Ars at the epoch of which we now write. The 
parish could hardly be recognised. All those practices 
and amusements to which Vianney had objected, as 
dangerous or sinful, had been laid aside and abandoned, 
and nothing was to be seen but order, sobriety, and the 
most devout regard to religion. There were, it is true, 
a few exceptional cases — a few individuals who remained 
strangers to this movement — ^and these exceptions, rare 
as they were, deeply grieved the heart of the zealous 
Cure. He imputed every shortcoming in those of whom 
he was the spiritual guide to his own sin and weakness. 
Such, indeed, was the deep sense which he entertained 
of his own ignorance and deficiency, that he often called 
to his aid his brother priests, in order to be re-assured, 
as it were, by their presence, with respect to his teach- 
ing and conduct ; and there were few things that pleased 
him more than to see in his pulpit those whom he 
esteemed wiser and more enlightened than himself. 

The two points upon which Vianney most especially 
dwelt in his discourses from the pulpit were the justice 
and the mercy of God. He sought by every possible 
means to inspire his auditors with a terror of His jwdg- 
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ments ; while at the same time he enlarged with de- 
light, and, it is said, with a superhuman eloquence, 
upon the joys and everlasting blessedness of the 
righteous. 

The Cure d'Ars was frequently solicited to occupy the 
pulpits of his brother priests in the neighbourhood. It 
was always to him that they applied in cases of illness 
or of absence, and so great had now, become his reputa- 
tion that they esteemed it the highest honour to obtain 
his help or co-operation. 

M. Ducreux, a venerable priest of eighty-two years 
of age, was at that time Cure of Miserieux. He was 
remarkable for his piety, learning, and talents ; and to 
these high qualifications he imited those courtly manners 
and that exquisite urbanity which were then almost 
universal with the clergy of his age and class. 

At this epoch, when every thoughtful Catholic felt 
the necessity of repairing, as far as possible the sad 
effects of the Revolution upon the religion of the nation, 
M. Ducreux — with many other of the country clergy- 
men in France — occupied himself much with the educa- 
tion of the youth of his parish. He had in his house 
some little pupils, whom he initiated in the musical 
services and ceremonies of the church, at the same time 
that he instructed them in the rudiments of the learned 
languages. The Cure d'Ars was an object of the most 
profound study to these children. In their eyes he was 
no ordinary man ; he was a saint. They were curious 
to know what a saint would do and say, and how he 
would conduct himself I When he was present, not a 
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word or a sign escaped them, not a syllable was lost. 
One of them afterwards declared that what astonished 
him even more than- the worn face and the emaciated 
form of the Cure d'Ars, was his obstinate refusal to 
accept the repeated invitations of M. Ducreux to share 
his frugal repasts ; but, yielding as he was in other 
matters to the wishes of his friends, here M. Vianney 
was inflexible, and the utmost extent of his complais- 
ance was, after being well tormented, to consent to take 
a little coffee without sugar. Often he was summoned 
in the middle of the night to administer the last sacra- 
ments to the dying, and nothing was ever allowed to 
interfere with the immediate fulfilment of this duty. 
On one occasion he was so ill himself that he was 
obliged, on arriving at his destination, to lie down, and 
in this position he heard the last confession of the 
dying man. 

The beginning of the year 1823 opened a new field 
to his zeal and activity. He was called by M. Pasquier, 
Cure of Trevoux, to take part in a mission set on foot 
by the priests of the Society of the Chartreux, at Lyons. 
The Abbe Ballet directed the mission. He was an old 
brother-student of the Cure d'Ars, and one of those 
whom his rising fame did not surprise. He thought he 
could not better further the spiritual interests of those 
he desired to bring to God than by engaging Vianney 
as their confessor, and his affectionate entreaties finally 
triumphed over the modest scruples of his old friend. 

Vianney never consulted his strength when he con- 
ceived that the welfare of souls and the glory of God 
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were concerned : on these occasions 'he multiplied his 
labours, trusting to divine support. He often left his 
home on Sunday evening or Monday morning, and 
walked seven kHomUrea with his surplice on his arm. 
Saturday evening found him again at his post, prepared 
to pass the night listening to the confessions of his 
parishioners. M. Morel, Principal of the College at 
Tr^voux, and who was also a former schoolfellow of 
Vianney's, prayed him to accept of his hospitality while 
there. This invitation was readily accepted, but, how- 
ever, only on one condition — that was, that the dinner 
might be limited to the usual pot au feu of the school. 
*I am easier with you than with anyone else,' eaid 
Vianney. * I have more liberty, and am not pressed to 
eat, as I am elsewhere.' 

It appears that the Curfe d'Ars nearly fell a victim to 
the fatigues consequent on the Trevoux mission, which 
lasted for five weeks. The chapel was always full, "^he 
press was one day so great, that the confessional itself 
which was not firmly fixed, was carried away. M. 
Ballet states that he was especially sought by the more 
enlightened and educated classes. The magistrates of 
the city, the great functionaries, the lawyers, all had 
recourse to him in preference to any other priest. The 
Prefect never spoke of the * holy priest ' but in terms 
of admiration, although he could not refrain sometimes 
from remarking, in a tone of melancholy resignation, 
that * this little Cure of Ars was very unmerciful to the 
parties and balls at the Prefecture ; but,' he would add, 
* he is right, and I will try to obey him.' 
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M. Vianney was always the first to enter the church 
and the last to leave it. One night, when he had been 
detained there loDger than usual by the crowded con- 
gregation, M. Morel went in search of him ; they had 
not walked more than two-thirds of the way home 
when the indefatigable priest felt his strength entirely 
give way, and he was carried to his room in a state of 
utter exhaustion. Even in this condition his friends 
could not induce him to take any cordial, till at length 
it occurred to Madame Morel to say to him, * Venerable 
fether, you impose penances on others, and expect they 
will be performed ; allow us for once to impose one 
upon you, and take this potion.' 

' Ah, well,' said he, smilingly, ' ce que femme veut, 
Dieu le veut^ and he performed his penance. 

On the evening before the general communion, which 
took place at the conclusion of the mission, M. Morel 
went, about nine o'clock, to the church to seek his 
guest; he found him enveloped by so dense a crowd, 
that he felt it would be vain to attempt to extricate 
him ; he returned again at midnight ; still the same 
difficulty. He sat down and waited with what patience 
he could till two o'clock in the morning, when, seeing 
that the press of people had in no way diminished, he 
assailed the door of the confessional, intending to carry 
away his friend by force, but he was arrested by this 
unanimous exclamation, ' If you take away the Cur^ we 
will return here no more, and for this you must be 
answerable to Grod.' 

* What ! ' exclaimed he, in his turn, ' it was midnight 



1^4"- "'v '* 



94 THE CURfi D'aRS. 

yesterday when M. Vianney left the church, and he has 
been at his post again since four o'clock this morning ; 
how long do you think he has slept? His bed has not 
been touched. To-morrow morning at four o'clock he 
will be here again. Tell me, you who complain, could 
you do as much ? ' This apostrophe silenced the people. 
M. Morel took the Cure, who was too much exhausted 
to make any resistance, by the hand, and conducted him 
home. 

The reputed marvels of the Mission of Trevoux ren- 
dered the name of Vianney celebrated in all the sur- 
rounding country. From this time he no longer 
belonged to himself; all the cures disputed who should 
get possession of him, and the humble missionary was 
successively called to Montmerle, to Saint Trivier, to 
Savigneux, to Chaneins, to Saint Bernard, near Tre- 
voux. A great change took place in this last parish 
during the mission ; at the first sound of the church- 
bells the peasants abandoned their work, and not a 
labourer was to be seen in the fields during the ser- 
vices ; the servants entreated of their masters permission 
to go and hear the Cure d'Ars. * We would rather,' 
said they, Hhat you kept back from our wages the 
equivalent of the time we spend in church.' 

* I have a good workman,' said, on his side, the Cure 
ot Saint Bernard ; * his like has never been seen ; he 
labours incessantly, and eats nothing.* 

It appears that, notwithstanding the warm welcome 
which Vianney everywhere met with, and the manner 
in which his preaching was appreciated, he suffered 
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much from a timid and painful distrust of himself, till 
continual practice had given him that facility in the 
pulpit for which he was afterwards so remarkable. 

He was invited upon some solemn occasion to preach 
at Lima, a beautiful village near Villefranche. At 
first, believing himself unworthy to occupy the place 
oflfered to him, he declined the intended honour. 

The Cure, however, who entertained for him a strong 
personal attachment, continued to urge his request, 
endeavouring to encourage him with the assurance 
that, as the festival was on a week-day, the congrega- 
tion would neither be numerous nor difficult to please ; 
and Vianney, who never could persevere in any refusal, 
where there was no scruple of conscience in the ques 
tion, at length yielded to the wishes of his friend. 
When the day arrived he was not prepared with his 
sermon: the confessions had taken his time. Feelinsr 
himself, however, bound by his promise, he set oflF on 
his journey to Lima. What he suffered on the way it 
would be difficult to describe; it has been compared 
to the sensations of a man in a nightmare, condemned 
to run without any legs. It seemed to him that he 
never should be able to find an idea or to utter a word. 
At length he arrived ; vespers had commenced ; the 
church was crowded ; a large body of priests were pre- 
sent. It had been announced that the Curfe d'Ars was 
to preach, and curiosity had drawn the whole neigh- 
hood to the church. 

. At the sight of this imposing assembly the discom- 
fiture of the poor Cure was complete : his heart utterly 



96 THE CURfi D'ARS. . 

failed him. There wasi, however, no drawing back ; 
and, after having commended himself to Him who 
promises a voice and utterance to his apostles, he 
ascended the pulpit. There he delivered a discourse 
— choosing for his subject the love of God — ^with so 
much eloquence, feeling, and pathos, as to rivet the 
attention of his large audience, and even to draw tears 
from the eyes of some who had never before been seen 
to weep. 

While Vianney was thus actively engaged in the 
more practical duties of his profession, and in his 
labours for the souls of others, he never lost sight of his 
own sane tifi cation, or neglected the diligent use of 
those means which he deemed the best calculated to 
promote it. He consecrated considerable time to medi- 
tation and to pious reading : the lives of the saints were 
his favourite study; and he might often be seen, for 
hours together, on his knees before the altar in his 
church, absorbed in prayer. 

Neither did the numerous missionary labours in 
which he was employed cause the smallest relaxation 
in the diligence with which he discharged his duties as 
Cure. He never would accept the office of missionary, 
but in so far as he could reconcile it with his vocation 
as parish priest ; and, except on some religious enter- 
prise, he never left the village of Ars ; nor was he ever 
known to seek even the most legitimate recreation or 
refreshment for his overtaxed mind. 

The following lines, which were addressed by a 
priest to the Bishop of Langalerie, a short time after 
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the death of Vianney, refer to a period a little pre- 
ceding that of the missions : 

* It is now forty years since this venerable man first 
appeared to my view ; it was in the year 1820 ; I was 
then ten years of age; they were teaching us, in the 
court of the college where I was pursuing my studies, 
how to throw flowers in the procession of the Fete- 
Dieu, when a venerable priest appeared ; his exterior 
was very simple, very humble, and very poor ; one of 
my companions exclaimed, " That is the Cure d'Ars ; 
he is a saint ; he lives only on potatoes," I looked 
upon him with astonishment. On some polite words 
being addressed to him, he stopped, and smiling kindly, 
he said, " My children, when you throw flowers before 
the Host, hide your hearts in your baskets, and throw 
them in the midst of your roses to Jesus Christ." He 
then crossed the court, and entered the chapel of the 
establishment. I have forgotten everything else that 
passed before my eyes ; but the words of this priest, 
his visit to the chapel, and the exclamation of my com- 
panion, remained indelibly fixed upon my mind. What 
astonished me above everything else, being very fond of 
good things myself, was the idea of a man's living only 
on potatoes; I had an instinctive feeling that some- 
thing rare and prodigious lay underneath that strange 
fact, and it was probably this sentiment which pre- 
vented the other details from escaping me Ten 

years later a combination of circumstances — the rela- 
tion of which belongs to the history of God's mercy to 
my soul — placed me in a great college, where the 

H 
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thoughts of the mortified and devoted priest again re- 
curred to my mind. During the interval his fame had 
spread far and wide over the Catholic world ; and 
though his great reputation was not even then what it 
afterwards became^ still he exercised a marvellous influ- 
ence over the hearts and minds of his contemporaries. 
People gathered around him from every part of the 
country : the righteous to be edified ; sinners to un- 
burden themselves, in the bosom of that holy man, of 
their sins and their remorse ; while the miracles of his 
life, which was austere beyond description, excited the 
wonder and admiration of all.' 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE PROVIDENCE OF ARS. — ITS HUMBLE BEGINNING. — ^MIRACLES 
REPORTED TO HAVE BEEN PERFORMED THERE. 

Thb kind heart of M. Vianney had been deeply grieved, 
from the time of his first arrival at Ars, at the spectacle 
of the destitution and poverty by which he was sur- 
rounded. After long revolving in his mind as to what 
would be the best means of meeting the wants of the 
most afflicted of his parishioners, he determined upon 
the establishment of a Providence, or Orphan Asylum. 

Behind the rustic church a house had been recently 
and solidly constructed. * If this building were mine,' 
said the Curfe, * I would make " a Providence" of it. I 
should only have to cross the square to visit my little 
family ; there I could give my instructions ; and there 
I could take my meals. The Providence would give me 
bread, and I would give in exchange for it the word of 
truth, which is the breaS of the soul.' 

Little by little this idea gained consistency in his 
mind ; but, before making any formal proposal to the 
proprietor of the house, he endeavoured to devise means 
for meeting the immediate expenses which would be 
involved in the carrying out of his project. His \in- 
ceasing charities left him every night without a sou for 
the next day. The salary derived from his cure was 
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spent beforehand ; it was the same with the 
income which he received from his brother Fran- 

an equivalent for bis part of their patrimonial 
ty. His family correspondence never ceased to 
ipon the subject of money ; and his letters in- 
ly terminated with an urgent appeal for an 
liate supply. 

J Dear Brother,' he wrote, June 2nd, 1820, ' I 
I request to make of you which I am sure you 
jt refuse : it is, that you will advance me my in- 
fer the whole year. / owe a great deal, and I 
if you not to leave me in this embarrassment.' 
ither letter, dated June 2ndj 1822, describes much 
me position. 

y Dear Brother. — In giving you news of my health, 
continues much the same, I have also to tell you, 
f you could send me my income for the whole year, 
rould give me a great pleasure ; indeed, if you. 

advance it for next year also, that would be 
stiU. My brother-in-law, Melin, has promised to 
ne a hundred crowns for a work, but thoA will not 
i. I venture to hope, my dear brother, that you 
lo me this kindness.' He' concludes this letter in 
.ng bis brother of his 'very kwmble respects.'' This 
lis usual formula. 
is time, also, bis moderate revenues did ' not euf- 

He resolved to dispose of all his property, and to 
t the capital in the Providence. The house cost 
20,000 francs. This was about the value of the 
. which he possessed in Dardilly. 
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Once in possession of the house, his next care was to 
find those to whom he could confide the management of 
the establishment. Influenced by a feeling of grati- 
tude, his attention was first directed towards the Sisters 
of Saint Charles. It was they who, as we have men- 
tioned, during the Days of Terror, disguised under a 
foreign costume, had prepared him for his first com- 
munion. He also thought of the congregation of Saint- 
Joseph. It appears, however, that reasons which have 
not been stated induced him to adopt another course. 

Amongst the women of his parish susceptible of a 
more advanced education and higher culture, there were 
two, Benoite Lardet and Catherine Lassagne, who pos- 
sessed all the qualifications requisite for the carrying 
out of his plan. They were distinguished for their in- 
telligence, their practical sense, and their tried virtue. 
He sent them, therefore, for a year to the Soeura de 
Fareims, to complete their education ; after which, he 
took them again under his own direction, and without 
binding them by any vows, he endeavoured to lead them 
to the entire consecration of themselves to poverty, to 
obedience, to humility, and, above all, to the utter 
abandonment of themselves to the direction of Divine 
Providence. 

After some time, Vianney thought he might venture 
to commence his work with the assistance of these 
women. * The one,' said he, * will be the head ; the 
other, the heart.' 

Nothing could be more simple than this commence- 
ment : it is thus described by Catherine Lassagne : 
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i nothing in the house when the two direc- 
e, but a little butter and some cheese, which 
;y had left there. They brought their own 
neoi and after having swept the house, they 
red to return to their homes, " en attendant 
went de qtim manger ;" when one of them 
UR remain, perhaps Providence will send us 
which, indeed, came to pass. The mother 
tie girls, remembering her daughter, sent her 
■, which she shared with her companion ; a 
the other also received hers : thus they had 
w necessary, and the next day they baked 
iread.* 

ays after a widow from Chalein, and a girl 
une-Marie Chaney, joined the little colony, 
was the arm to be joined to the head and 
She was possessed of great physical strength, 
»ok all the rough work of the establishment, 
he respective offices of baker, laundress, and 

ney commenced hie operations by opening a 
for the little ones of his flock. He also ad- 
le children from the neighbouring parishes, 
Qourished at their own expense, though they 
d in the house. He did not receive all who 
themselves, but as many as his institution 
1. 

ividence of Ars waa hardly established before 
nlade and quickly carried out for its enlarge- 
nney became architect, mason, and carpenter. 
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He made the mortar, cut and transported the stones, 
never sparing himself or interrupting his rude but de- 
lightful labours, except to attend to the duties of his 
chapel. 

In a very little time, with the aid of some charitable 
persons, and other unlooked-for resources, sixty young 
girls were fed and lodged at the expense of the Provi- 
dence, many of them being rescued from a vagrant life 
and its sad consequences. Many others, snatched from 
a life of sin and misery, and placed in happy security 
above the temptations of want, were led by loving 
hands into the paths of virtue and godliness. 

Thus commenced the Orphan Asylum of the Cur6 
d'Ars, the precursor of the Providence of Bourg, and 
the model of the numerous establishments of the same 
nature now existing in France. 

During a quarter of a century this undertaking con- 
tinued to flourish, and was sustained without any visible 
means of support ; without budget, without revenues, 
without funds, and with an annual expenditure of be- 
tween six and seven thousand francs. 

There were, however, critical times, moments of ex- 
treme anxiety, when the faith of the poor directresses 
was severely tried, and their courage well-nigh failed 
them. On these occasions the intervention of Provi- 
dence often appeared so direct and so sudden, and was 
accompanied by circumstances so extraordinary, as to 
be regarded by the eye-witnesses as nothing short of 
miraculous. Twice, especially, was this the case. 

The facts, as recorded, are these. One day the 
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/ matrons found their store of flour very nearly ex- 
/ hausted, and their provision of bread entirely so. There 
being no baker in the village, the Superior of the house, 
Benoite Lardet, was utterly at a loss what steps to take. 
One of the directresses proposed to her companion, 
Jeanne-Marie Chaney, to bake the little flour that re- 
mained. * I have thought of that,' was the reply, ' but 
we must first ask the advice of the Cure.' 

Jeanne-Marie went accordingly, and confided her 
embarrassment to the holy priest 

* Sir,' said she, * the miller has not sent us oar flour, 
and we have only enough to make two loaves at the 
most.' 

' Put some leaven into what flour you have,' replied 
M. Vianney, * close your kneading-trough, and to- 
morrow, act as if nothing were amiss.' 

This advice was taken, and precisely carried out. 

' I do not know how it happened,' said Jeanne-Marie 
Chaney, 'but certain it is, that in proportion as I 
kneaded the dough, it rose up under my hand. I 
poured in water : the more I added, the more the dough 
swelled and thickened, so that in a few minutes the 
kneading-trough was filled up to the brim ; we made, 
as usual, an oven-full of great loaves, weighing from 
twenty to five-and-twenty pounds each. It was as if 
instead of a handful of flour we had had a sack.' This 
history has been related in all its details by Jeanne- 
Marie Chaney, by Catherine Lassagne, and Jeanne and 
! Marie Filliat. With respect to its miraculous nature, 
these simple-minded and devoted women never enter- 
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tained the shadow of a doubt. * Oh, how happy were 
-we to eat that bread !' said they. 

On another occasion there was an utter failure of 
every description of food. The house was without corn, 
or flour, or money. The Cure thought that God had 
abandoned him, on account of his sins. In the greatest 
distress, he summoned the Superior of the establish- '; 
ment : •* We must then send our poor children away,' ; 
said he, 'since we can no longer supply them with 
bread.' Before coming to this extremity, he deter- 
mined once more to visit his granary. Slowly he as- 
cended the steps, and, as it is stated, with a vague , 
feeling of mingled hope and fear, he opened the door : - 
the granary was full of corn ; radiant with astonishment ' 
and delight, he hastened to his orphans, and announced \ 
to them that a wonderful miracle had been wrought in 
their favour. ' I distrusted Providence, my poor little 
ones,' said he ; ' I was on the point of sending you 
away. The good God has punished me well.' This \ 
was his favourite reflection, when he received any special 
mark of divine favour. He regarded it as a loving 
chastisement for his want of faith. 

The news of this prodigy soon spread beyond the 
walls of the establishment, where it had been received 
with tears of joy and cries of amazement. The Mayor 
of Ars came with a numerous attendance of the chief 
men in the neighbourhood to see the mirdculoua com. 
The miller was also summoned, and, whilst he filled his 
sacks, he acknowledged" that he never had handled such 
beautiful wheat. 
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The Cure d'Ars frequently spoke of this miracle, 
which he attributed to Saint Francois Eegis, whom he 
had appointed administrator of his Providence, and 
whose relics he placed in the midst of his provision of 
com. 'One day,' said he, 'when I had nothing to 
feed my poor orphans with, it occurred to me to put 
the relics of Saint Francois Eegis in the midst of the 
handful of com that remained. The next day We were 
very rich.' 

Some years later, Bishop Deire, wishing to examine 
Vianney, and to have his direct testimony upon a fact 
so extraordinary, under the pretext of inspecting the 
presbytery, requested to be conducted to the granary. 
When there, he suddenly turned to Vianney, and, in- 
dicating with his hand a certain height, he said, ' It wad 
so high that the corn reached?' Vianney 's immediate 
reply to the unexpected question was, ^ No, my lord, it 
was so high ;' while he pointed to a higher level. 

The sudden and miraculous supply of wine in the 
Providence is thus recorded by the Abbe Monnin : — 
' Whilst we are on the chapter of miracles,' he writes, 
*we must mention the following circumstance, which 
has been related to us by Jeanne and Marie Filliat: 
One day, one of them perceived, on entering the cellar, 
that the wine was running out of the cask. She has- 
tened to inform M. Vianney. " The wine is escaping," 
she exclaimed. " You must be under no apprehension," 
replied the Cure, quietly. " He who has sufifered the 
wine to run out, can also cause it to return." She 
went back to the cellar with her sister. They found 
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that the wine had entirely run out, and the cask was 
empty. They saved what little they could from the 
floor, and put it into two small vessels; then^ having 
satisfied themselves that the cask was secure, they again 
poured it in. Now, there was also in the cellar a half- 
hogshead — in the language of the country, a cent-^ote 
— ^from which they had already drawn fifty bottles, so 
that the wine was reduced to about one-half. This 
remainder they now proposed to pour into the large 
empty cask. When they had done so, one of the sisters 
put her finger into the place of the bung, which she 
had just taken out. "You will see," said the other, 
laughing, " if it is full." She might well laugh, seeing 
that, according to the strictest calculation, there could 
could not have been at the most more than sixty litres 
of wine in a vessel made to contain two hundred. 
'* Yes," replied her sister, " and so true is it that it is 
full, that I touch the wine with my finger. But see 
yourself," she said: her companion looked, and re- 
mained confounded with astonishment.' 

* This wine, like that of the Marriage of Gana, was 
found excellent,' adds these good women. ' And of a 
very superior quality to that which they were accus- 
tomed to drink in the Providence.' 

*We have endeavoured,' continues M. Monnin, ^to 
reproduce with the most literal exactness the recital of 
this miracle, attested many times, and always in the 
same manner, by Catherine Lassagne, Jeanne-Marie 
Chaney, and the two sisters Jeanne and Marie Filliat, 1 
who relate what they have seen with their own eyes, / 
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and with the simplicity which inspires confidence. 
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Another time Vianney had bought a considerable 
quantity of corn from one of his parishioners; not 
having the wherewithal to pay for it, he asked for a 
delay, which was immediately granted. At the expira- 
tion of the time agreed upon, still no money, Vianney 
took his stick and went out into the fields : when he 
found himself alone he began to recite his chaplet, and 
j to commend his poor orphans to the mercy of Grod — 
\ and to the compassion of the Holy Virgin. His prayer, 
\ it is stated, was immediately answered : a woman sud- 
denly appeared, and asked him, *Are you the Cure 
d'Ars?' 

' Yes, my good woman.' 
1 * Here is some money which I have been charged to 
deliver into your hands.' 
* Is it for masses ? ' 
I * No, sir, your prayers only are requested.' And with- 
\ out saying another word, she immediately retraced her 
\ steps. 

I Many other instances of extraordinary — and, as it 
I was believed, miraculous — deliverance in moments of 
! distress and difiiculty are recorded. At the Providence 
! of Ars, money always arrived in some secret and un- 
j expected manner. Often M. Vianney found considerable 
1 sums in his little treasury, which he was sure he had 
' never put there. And, notwithstanding his great humi- 
lity, he could not refrain from frequently remarking 
that * Everything had been very providential at Ars.' 
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* WTien I think of all God's care for me,' said he; 
* when I recapitulate his acts of kindness and mercy, 
my heart overflows with joy and gratitude. Two in- 
stances of his watchful goodness especially occur to my 
mind. When I was studying, I was one day over- 
whelmed with grief.' The Cure did not say what was 
the cause of his grief: probably it arose from the con- 
sciousness of his intellectual deficiencies, and the fear 
that he should never be able to obtain the knowledge 
necessary for the vocation to which he aspired. * I did 
not know what course to take. ... I see the very spot, * 
I was passing by la BibosVs house, when these words 
were spoken to me, comrae &i c'etait quelqu'un qui m^eut 
parU a VoreiUe : " Go thy way, be at peace, thou shalt 
one day be a priest." ' 

* Another time, when I was in great difficulty and 
distress, I heard the same voice distinctly say to me, 
** When hast thou wanted anything ? " Indeed, I have 
always had my needs supplied. . . / 

* It is well to surrender ourselves entirely, and with- 
out reserve, to the direction of our Heavenly P^ather. 
. . . Our reserves dry up the sources of his mercies, and 
our distrust impedes his benefits. These poor orphans,* 
he would say to the directresses, *are not your own 
children, you are not their real mothers, but do they 
doubt your love and tenderness? It is trust above all 
that God demands of us ; when He alone is charged 
with all our interests, his justice and his mercy are 
alike pledged in our favour.' 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE PROVIDENCE OF ABS. — ^THE VIRTUES INCULCATED THERE. 

M. Viannet's chief object, in establishing his little in- 
stitution, was to open an asylum for the children of the 
poorest and most destitute of the population: every- 
thing there was gratuitous, except that, in the early 
days, when there was absolutely nothing to maintain 
the house, he consented to receive a small sum from a 
few of the parents, who were in comparatively easy cir-* 
cumstances. After a short time, however, this was dis- 
continued, and only orphan childi-en who were without 
resources, without an asylum, and without the means of 
education, were admitted. The number of the pen- 
sioners was not fixed, all who presented themselves were 
received, without any other qualifications than those of 
poverty and destitution. If there were any preferences, 
they were for the most unhappy: thus it was with 
peculiar tenderness that the kind Cure received many 
poor young girls of fifteen, nineteen, and even twenty 
years of age, who had been allowed to grow up in utter 
ignorance, and who had passed their lives either in 
wretched vagrancy, or in the service of those who cared 
little for their true welfare. It appears that this pre- 
ference was justified by the result. * It has. been re- 
marked,' says Catherine, Hhat the most blessed fruits 
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of conversion and perseverance have been gathered 
amongst those poor girls who were no longer children. 
They no sooner heard the catechisms of M. the Cur^, 
than they felt themselves transported, as it were, into 
another world ; nearly all of them, of their own accord^ 
requested permission to make a general confession. It 
was with tears of true repentance that they wept over 
the sins of their past lives, and they have since become 
fervent and devout Christians.' 

Children were received from the age of six or seven 
years, and they were never sent away till after their 
first communion. When they had passed in this novi- 
ciate, a period longer or shorter, according to their 
several requirements, a suitable situation was procured 
for them ; the greater number were placed with masters, 
who were carefully selected and who were well known 
for their religious principles. The younger children 
only went to service in the summer ; in the winter they 
returned to the Providence, in order to rest after their 
fatigues, to be further advanced in their education, and 
thus to be better prepared to encounter the dangers 
of the world. At about nineteen years of age, they 
definitely left the establishment; from time to time, 
however, they obtained permission to return to see their 
benefactor ; this was always a f&te day for him, as well 
as for themselves. On these occasions, he exhorted 
and encouraged them, and always sent them back happy 
and strengthened in their resolution to devote them- 
selves to God, and to serve Him with redoubled zeal and 
fidelity. 
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If any of his young peaple evinced a desire to join a 
religious community, M. Vianney, when he had selected 
that society which he believed best adapted to further 
their spiritual interests, supplied them from his own 
purse, or from the funds of the Providence, with their 
dowry, their trousseaUy and with money to defray the 
expenses of their journey, their installation, and their 
noviciate. 

* It will only be at the Day of Judgment,' said M, 
Vianney, * that all the good that has been done in this 
house will be known.' 

' I have examined,' writes a person whose testimony 
is stated to be worthy of all credit—* I have examined 
this work, and I place it far above any charitable in- 
stitution of the same kind. My first impression ^as 
one of astonishment, but my surprise was quickly con- 
verted into admiration.' 

One of the inspectors of the schools in France writes : 
— * I have always visited with pleasure the Providence 
of the Cure d'Ars. It is true that the good women who 
direct the establishment are not highly educated ; but 
they have something which supplies the place of learn-" 
ing, and which is better than science — they have virtue. 
I have never seen them without being edified by their 
piety, their modesty, and their disinterestedness. The 
children by whom they are surrounded will resemble 
their excellent instructresses. When they leave this 
house, they cannot fail to become good mothers and 
heads of families. I cannot express the deep impression 
made on my mind each time I visited Ars. At the sight 
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of that hall, in which were seated^ on wooden benches, 
sixty or eighty poor girls, brought together by the 
charity of a single man to know God, to pray, and to 
work, I have felt with indescribable comfort, " That if 
there is much evil in the world, there is also much 
good." ' 

The young girls in the Providence had no special 
costume ; they continued to wear the same clothes with 
which they had entered the house ; everything was con- 
ducted in the very simplest — it may be said, in the very 
poorest manner; they ate black bread, they slept on 
straw. 

M. Vianney's horror of luxury was carried so far that 
observing, one day, that a clock which stood upon a 
sideboard was ornamented with some rough designs, he 
himself took a paint-brush and effaced them, deeming 
the most simple adornment unbecoming a house destined 
to be the asylum of poverty. The little garden which 
joined the establishment had been arranged by the 
former proprietor with some care and taste. It was 
supplied with fruit trees, and ornamented with flower 
borders. So long aa the Cure had seen nothing to 
solicit the eye or the hand of the children, he had 
tolerated this arrangement ; but no sooner did the fruit 
appear, and with it the danger of temptation, than he 
had the trees torn up by the roots, and vegetables 
planted in their place. 

Nothing could exceed the attachment of these poor 
children for the Cure. When he appeared at the door 
of i:he hall, where they were accustomed to assemble, 
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every face became radiant with happiness ; and when he 
commenced his religious instructions, it was with the 
most earnest and devout attention that they hung upon 
every word that fell from his lips. 

Some few of those poor young girls who had been 
admitted when past the period of childhood did not 
live to leave the establishment. It is stated that they 
died very happily, rejoicing in the hope of a blessed 
immortality. One of them, who before her last illness 
had always felt an exceeding dread of death, said to h^ 
mistress the night before her departure, * I suffer much 
in my body, but I am happy in my soul. ... I did 
not think it was so good to die. . . . Oh, what 
happiness there is in religion.' She begged her friends 
to sing a hymn, and with all her remaining strength 
she accompanied them till she breathed out her last 
note. 

One of the foimdresses, Benoite Lardet, also de- 
parted this life in perfect peace. One day, nearly the 
last she passed on earth, her sister came to see her, and 
finding her very near her end, she burst into tears. 

* You are very kind to grieve,' said the dying saint ; 

* would you then wish that I should remain in this 
world ? . . . Je Tie peux pas m^y accoutumerJ* 

When she was informed by the physician that her 
malady would prove mortal, she cried out in a transport 
of joy, ^ Ah, what happiness I I am going to see God.' 

A few days afterwards her desire was accomplished ; 
and after having glorified Jesus Christ according to her 
light, in the service of poor and ignorant humanity. 
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she entered into that heavenly home for which she had 
so fervently longed. 

The catechisms of the Cure d'Ars, which have been 
for thirty years so widely spread over the Eoman 
Catholic world, and which have contributed so much to 
his great reputation, were at first designed for the in- 
struction of his little orphans. Every day, after the 
dinner of the community, when the large hall which 
served as workroom, study, and refectory was swept, M. 
V5anney arrived ; and having seated himself on the edge 
of a table, his little auditors arranged around him, he 
spoke for an hour. In this familiar preaching, besides 
instructing the children in the first articles of the 
Catholic faith, M. Vianney especially strove to inspire 
them with a keen terror of God's judgments. The 
austere catechist gave a large place in his teaching to 
demons, to whose agency he, like many of the doctors 
of his Church, attributed an immense proportion of the 
miseries which afflict the world. He sometimes bor- 
rowed the most fearful histories from ancient legends, 
to which his young hearers listened with feelings of 
awe, by no means unmixed with terror. 

The peculiar attractiveness of Vianney's teaching, no 
less than his earnest piety, added every day an increas- 
ing number of strangers to his regular audience. 

The impression which he made on the hearts and 
minds of his hearers was extraordinary — so far as our 
information goes, unprecedented in modern times. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

CATECHISMS OF * THE PROVIDENCE.' 

The following extracts are from the resume of a series 
of catechisms made by the children of the Providence^ 
and which has been preserved by Catherine : 

On Sin. 

* Behold, my children, how sin degrades a man. 
From an angel made to praise God, it converts him 
into a demon, who will blaspheme him throughout 
eternity. If Adam, our first father, had not sinned, 
and if we did not sin continually, we should be as 
happy as the saints in heaven. 

' ' It is sin which draws upon us every calamity, every 
evil, war, plague, famine, earthquakes, incendiaries, 
frosts, snows, storms, everything, in short, which deso- 
lates humanity, and makes us unhappy. . . • 

* My children, we fear death, and it is no wonder 
that we do so. It is sin which makes us fear death. 
It is sin which makes death awful, which causes the 
wicked to shrink with terror from the hour of the fatal 
passage. To think that he is cursed, cursed of God — 
ga fait trernhler. And why, why will men expose 
themselves to be cursed by God ? For a blasphemy ; 
for an evil thought ; for a moment's pleasure. For a 
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moment's pleasure to lose God, the soul, heaven — for 
ever! ... To see that father, that mother, that 
sister, that neighbour, with whom we have lived, but 
who we have not imitated, to see them rise up body 
and soul into heaven, while we go down body and soul 
into hell I . . • 

* My children, if you saw a man raising a wood pile, 
heaping up fagots one upon another, and if, when you 
asked him what he was doing, he replied, I am pre- 
paring the fire which is to burn me, what would you 
think ? And if you saw that man, when he had set fire 
to the wood, precipitate himself into the flames, what 
would you say ? In committing sin it is thus that we act. 
It is not Grod who dooms us to hell ; it is we who doom 
ourselves, by our sins. The lost soul will say, I have 
lost God, my soul, and heaven, through my own fault, my 
own fault, my own great fault* . . . There is no need 
to prove the existence of helL Our Saviour speaks of 
it himself in the parable of the rich man who called 
out, " Lazarus, Lazarus!" Men know well that there 
is a hell, but they live as if there were no such place. 
. . . We put oflF our conversion till the day of our 
death: but who can ensure to us the necessary time 
and strength in that fearful hour, when all the forces of 
hell ''[ylMl^ fifiTT^^'^fifl flff ftinst na. seeing that it is tEe 
lecisive_m2inexit? 

.' Oh, if sinners only thought of eternity, of that 
terrible always, they would be at once converted. 
Hy a pr^ de six mille arts que Cain est dans Venfer, 
et U ne fait que d^y entrer.^ 
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On the Saci^amenta. 



* My children, why are there no sacraments in other 
religions? It is because there is no salvation. We 
who are of the religion which saves, we have the sacra- 
ments at our disposal. We may well thank Grod; for 
the sacraments are the sources of salvation. ... If 
we only knew the value of the tloly (fommunion, we 
should be watchful to avoid the least faults, in order to 
partake ofpt more frequently. . . . 

' When the soul of a Christian who has received Our 
Lord enters Paradise, elle augmente la joie du Gid. 
The angels, and the Queen of angels, will come to 
welcome that soul, because they will recognise in it the 
Son of God. Then will that soul be recompensed for 
all the pains and sacrifices of this life. . . . 

. . . ' Every good work united would not be equi- 
valent to the sacrifice of the Hass, because they are the 
works of men ; but the Ivoly ji^ass is the work of God. 
Martyrdom is nothing in comparison with it: that is 
the sacrifice which a man makes of his life to God ; the 
mass is the sacrifice which God makes of his body and 
blood for man. Oh, que le pretre est quelque chose de 
grand! S^il se comprenait il mourait! . . . DieVy 
lui obeit : le pretre dit deux mots, et notre Seigneur 
descend du Ciel a sa voix ; se renferme dmis une petite 
hostie, Dieu arrete ses regards sur VauteL " (Test la 
man fits hien-aim^y^ dit-il, " en qui fai mis toutea 
mes complaisances.^^ Aux merites de Voffrande de 
cette victi/me il ne peut rien refuser. 
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. . . * If we are deprived of the sacramental vom- 
muDion let us replace it by the spiritual ®)mmunion, 
which we may continually maintain.' . . • 

On Prayer. 

* My children, the Christian's treasure is in heaven, 
not upon the earth ; where our treasure is, there should 
our thoughts be also. 

' How beautiful is man's function upon earth ; it is 
to pray, and to love. You pray, you love. " Voil^ le 
bonheur de Vhomme 8ur la terj^eJ^ 

' Prayer is nothing else than a union with Grod. 
AMien the heart is pure, and united to God, we feel 
within us a balm, a sweetness, which elevates — a light 
which dazzles. In this intimate union God and the 
soul are alike. " Deux morceaux de cire fondus en- 
semble : on ne peut plus lea separer.''^ How beautiful 
is this union between God and His little creatures. 
. . . " (Test un bonheur qu^on ne peut comprendre,'" 
. . . There are two cries in man; the cry of the 
angel, and the cry of the bete ; the cry of the angel, which 
is prayer ; the cry of the bete^ which is sin. . . . 

* Those who do not pray constantly, gravitate down- 
wards. . . . They are tout terrestres, tout abrutis, 
and think only of the things of time, like that miser 
who, when they presented him a silver crucifix to kiss : 
*^ There is a cross," said he, "which would weigh at 
least six ounces." ... In heaven, if there were one 
day without adoration, it would no longer be heaven ; 
and if the poor lost souls could, notwithstanding their 
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torment, adore, it would no longer be hell. Alas ! they 
had a heart to love God — a tongue to praise Him. 
That was their destiny ; and now they have condemned 
themselves to blaspheme Him throughout eternity! 
... If they could hope that they would one day be 
able to pray for one moment, they would anticipate 
that day with an impatience which would mitigate 
their torments.' 

On the Priest 

'My children, we are now on the subject of the 
Sacrament of Ordination. ... This sacrament raises 
man up to Grod. What and who is the priest? A 
man who holds the place of God ; a man who is in- 
vested with all the powers of God. " Go," says Our 
Lord to the priest; "as my Father hath sent me, 
so send I you. . . • All power is given unto me in 
heaven and in earth; go ye therefore and teach all 
nations." • • • • When the priest remits sin, he does 
not say, " God pardons you ; " he says, " I absolve you." 
At the consecration he does not say " This is the Lord's 
body ; " he says, " This is my body." 

* Saint Bernard tells us that everything has come to 
us through Mary. We may also say that everything 
has come to us through the priest — every blessing, 
every grace, every gift. 

*If we had not the sacrament of Ordination, we 
should not have Our Lord. " Qui est-ce qui Va mis 
let, dans ce tahemacle ? (Test le prStre. Qui est-ce 
qui a reQU voire ame a son entree dans la vie? Le 
pretre. Qui la nournt pour lui donner la force de 
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faire son pelerinage ? Le pretre. Qui la yr^parera 
a paraitre devant Dieu en lavant cette dme pour la 
demi^re fois dans le sang de Jesus-Christ? Le 
pr&tre — toujours le pretre. Et si cette dme vient a 
mourir, qui la ressusdtera ? Qui lui rendra le calrae 
et la paix f Encore le pretre. Vous ne pouvez pas 
vous rappeler un seul hienfait de Dieu sans rencon^ 
trer a cdt6 de ce souvenir Vimage du preire^'^ 

* The other benefits of God would avail us nothing 
without the priest.- Of what use would be a house full 
of gold, if you had no one to open the door? The 
priest has the keys of the heavenly treasury ; it is he 
who opens the door. He is the steward of God, the 
administrator of his good things. 

* The death and passion of Our Lord would avail us 
nothing without the priesU Consider the heathen 
nations. How has the death of Christ profited them ? 
Alas 1 theiy can have no part in the benefits of redemp- 
tion, whilst they have no priest to make to them the 
application of His blood. . • . 

* Yoyez la puissance du prStre ! La langue du 
pretre d^un morceau de pain fait un Dieu, (Test 
plus que de crSer le monde. . • * Quelqu^un disait : 
eainte Philorahie obSit done au Cure d^Ars ? C&rtes, 
die peut bien lui obSir, puisque Dieu lui obiit. 

' Si je rencontrais un prStre et un ange, je saluerais 
le pr&tre avant de saluer Vange, Cdui-ci est Vami de 
Dieu, mais le prStre tient sa place, . . • 

. . . ^A la vue d^un clocher^ vous pouvez dire^ 
Qu'est'Ce qu'U y ala? Le corps de notre Seigneur. 
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Pourqtboi y eat-il ? Parce qu'un prStre a passe la, et 
a dit la Sainte Atesse. 

. . . *ie sacerdocey c^est Pamour du cceur de 
Jisus. Quand voua voyez le pretre, pensez a notre 
Seigneur JSaue'ChrisV 

On the Holy Spirit, 

* ' ' * The Father is our Creator ; the Son is our 
Redeemer ; and the Holy Spirit is our Guide. 

*Man is nothing in himself, but he is much with the 
Holy Spirit. Vhomme est tout terrestre et tout ani- 
mal. It is the Holy Spirit alone who can raise and 
elevate his soul. Why were the saints so detached 
from the world ? Because they gave themselves^ over 
to the guidance of the Holy Spirit. 

* When a man is led by a God of strength and know- 
ledge he cannot fall, into error. The Holy Spirit is a 
light and a force. It is He who enables us to distin- 
guish between the true and the false, between good 
and evil; as spectacles magnify objects, so the Holy 
Spirit causes us to see good and evil en grand. . . . 
As a watchmaker with his glasses distinguishes the 
smallest wheel works of a watch, so we, with the light of 
the Holy Spirit, distinguish all the details of our 
pauvre vie ; then the least imperfections appear great^ 
and the smallest sins inspire us with horror. . . . 

* The Holy Spirit is a force ; it is He who supported 
Saint- Simeon upon his column. It is He who sup- 
ported the martyrs. ... 

* Quand on allumait contre eux ses hucherSy le 
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Saint-Esprit iteignait la chaleur du few par la 
chaleur de Vamour divin. 

'The sacraments which Our Lord instituted could 
not save us without the Holy Spirit ; even Christ's 
death would have been ineffectual without Him. 
Therefore, the Lord said to His disciples, *' It is expe- 
dient for you that I go away, for if I go not away, 
the Comforter will not come to youJ*^ ' 

On Buffering. 

. . . * Whether we will or not^ we must suffer^ 
There are some who suffer like the good thief, and 
others who suffer like the bad thief. They both 
suffered alike, but the one made his sufferings merito- 
rious — ^he accepted them in a spirit of reparation ; and, 
turning towards Jesus crucified, he received from His 
lips these gracious words : " To-day shalt thou be with 
me in Paradise." The other, on the contrary, con- 
tinued to vociferate imprecations and blasphemies, and 
expired in frightful despair. 

'There are two ways of suffering: to suffer with 
love, and to suffer without love. The Saints suffered 
with all patience, joy, and perseverance, because they 
loved ; we suffer with anger, vexation, and weariness, 
because we do not love. 

*If we loved Grod, we should love crosses. We 
should desire them ; we should esteem ourselves happy 
in being permitted to suffer for the love of Him who 
has so suffered for us. Alas I poor infidels, who have 
not the happiness of knowing Grod, and His infinite 
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compassions, have the same crosses with ourselves, but 
they have not the same consolations. 

*Look at the Saints; when men did not persecute 
them, they persecuted themselves. When God did not 
send them suflfering, they inflicted suffering upon them- 
selves. A holy monk complained to the Lord one day 
of the manner in which he was persecuted ; " Lord, 
what have I done," said he, " to be treated thus ? " 
The Lord replied, "And I? what then had I done, 
when they led me to Calvary?" The monk under- 
stood ; he wept, asked pardon, and complained no more. 

Celui qui n^aiyrte pas la croix pourra bien se sauvei\ 
Toaia a grand* peine. Ce sera une petite etoile dans 
le firmament. Celui qui aura souffert et combattu 
pour son Dieu luira comme un beau soleiL 
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CHAPTEK I. 

PENANCES AND SELF-DENIAL PRACTISED BY VIANNET, 

It was from the time of the establishment of his Provi- 
dence, when his fame was more widely spread, and 
multitudes began to congregate in the little village of 
Ars, that the life of M. Vianney assumed its miraculous 
character. Hitherto he had been the pious, mortified, 
and self-denying priest ; but, henceforward, those who 
approached him were at once impressed with the feel- 
ing that there was something strange and singular about 
him ; and he was no longer regarded as a mere ordi- 
nary man, but as. a saint. 

Those who were only acquainted with Vianney to- 
wards the close of his career, when his saintly habits 
appeared to have become almost a second nature, and 
when the most severe acts of self-denial were practised 
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by him without any apparent pain or eflFort, would, 
however, be greatly mistaken if they supposed that he 
arrived at this state, or that he maintained himself in 
it, without the most terrible conflict, and the most 
patient and persevering effort. 

So impressed was he with the conviction that holi- 
ness must be the fruit of sacrifice, that nothing great 
ever had or could be obtained without much suffering. 
So fearful was he of coming short of what he deemed 
to be the necessary price of the holiness to which he 
aspired, that he appeared to fly from a moment's ease 
and comfort just as another man would seek it. But 
the sentiments of this austere and devoted man will be 
best expressed by his life. 

For a short time after Vianney's arrival at Ars, he 
had with him the widow Bibost, from Ecully, who had 
come to assist in the arrangement of his little menage. 
She was not, however, allowed to remain in his house 
— there was little for her to do there — ^but was obliged 
to content herself with visiting the presbytery, which 
she did as frequently as possible. On these occasions, 
she always brought with her stores of provisions, know- 
ing full well she would find an empty larder to receive 
them. This humble but devoted friend was succeeded 
by Claudine Eenard, who endeavoured, in her place, to 
render the same kind offices to Vianney. The difficulty 
was to induce him to accept them. When, by means of 
the most dexterous management, and the most obsti- 
nate persistence, she had at length extracted from her 
difficult master a * Yes,' or, in reply to her solicitations 
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that he would eat, at least had succeeded in warding off 
a * No,' she would run to her kitchen ; but, whilst she 
lit her fire, the Cure found time to assume a hostile 
attitude, and when she returned with her provisions, 
she found the door obstinately closed. Tears, groans, 
and fruitless despair, on her part, were the usual wind- 
up of these little dramas. 

Nor was the danger of seeing her master one day 
perish for want of nourishment the only trial which 
poor Claudine had to contend with. She was hardly 
less afflicted by the discovery that he had given away 
nearly all the little wardrobe which he had inherited 
from M. Ballet. She determined to lock up his re- 
maining clothes, and only give him each day the neces- 
sary supply: this excellent precaution was, however, 
adopted too late ; there was very little left to give. 

But, though Claudine Eenard lived close to the pres- 
bytery, even she had not always the entree into this 
singular and unique establishment. On every possible 
opportunity, however, she crept in and availed herself 
of the precious moments, by cleaning, rubbing, and 
putting in order the miserable furniture. Sometimes 
she ventured so far as to make the Cure's bed. One 
morning she found the straw mattress on one side, and 
the hair bed on the other. She understood ! . . . 
And, as usual, when chance led her to these kind of 
discoveries, she could not restrain her tears. The poor 
woman's tears must frequently have flowed, for the Cur6 
was only too ingenious in inventing new means of self- 
torture. On this occasion, she re-arranged the bed, 
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according to her ideas of comfort. A few days after- 
wards, she found that her master had again made it in 
his way, and so on, till at length, not choosing to have 
his will interfered with, and yet unwilling to oflfend his 
kind domestic, he put an end to the diflSculty, by giv- 
ing away his hair bed ; a pillow, which yet remained, 
soon went after it ; and still Vianney's love of penance 
was unsatisfied. The straw mattress was next con- 
demned as being too comfortable, and a plank of wood 
was placed upon it. 'Moreover,' writes Catherine, 
* there is now hardly any straw left in his poor bed ; 
very soon there will be nothing but the wood : then M. 
the Cure will be content.' 

Vianney's next step in the course of self-mortifica- 
tion, which he was pursuing with daily increasing 
eagerness, was to abandon his bed altogether, and to 
repair to the gi-anary for the night. This contrivance 
was discovered in the following manner. 

Close to the church was a grove of walnut trees, 
from which was produced the oil that maintained the 
lamp which burnt continually before the host. 

One night, the villagers were assembled together on 
this spot, busily occupied, gathering and preparing the 
nuts ; the Cure was in tlie midst of them, going frona 
one group to another, and dispensing kind and edifying 
words to all, when, in consequence of fatigue and of 
one of those frequent fasts to which he condemned 
himself, he suddenly became so indisposed as to be 
compelled to retire. When the hour arrived for the 
rustic assembly to separate for the night, it occurred to 
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Claudine that it would be well to enquire of her master 
if he wanted anything ; for this purpose she went up to 
his chamber and knocked. No reply : after a time^ in 
fear and trembling, she opened the door, the bed had 
not been touched; they sought everywhere in vain, 
Vianney was not to be found. At length, the idea 
occurred to them to look into the granary. When the 
Cure heard the advancing patrol, he cried out from his 
hiding-place : ^ Do not come in ; I wish for nothing, I 
want nothing.' The search stopped there; but the 
widow Eenard had a daughter twenty years of age, 
whose piety did not prevent a little curiosity. Her 
house was only separated by a wall from the pres- 
bytery, and hence there was every reason to believe 
that the pious secrets of the Cure would one day be 
brought to light. 

From this moment, Anna Benard, instead of going to 

* 

sleep at night, played the spy. When Vianney's usual 
hour for retiring to rest arrived, she softly rose, and 
creeping up the staircase, fastened her ear against the 
wall ; and not only did she assure herself that Vianney 
spent the night in the granary, but she was also able to 
inform her companions that, when he arose in the 
morning, she heard something heavy move and roll 
along the floor, which could be nothing else than the 
stone that had served as bed and pillow. 

The Cure d'Ars had read in the life of Saint Fran- 
foise Eomaine, that her ordinary food was dry and 
mouldy bread, which had long been carried about by 
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mendicants^ and for which she gave, in exchange, fine 
white loaves. During the first years of his ministry, he 
had begged of any poor man whom he chanced to meet, 
the contents of his wallet, for which he paid him liber- 
ally, and it was with keen delight that he ate of this 
most uninviting food. 

The Abbe Eenard, in his Memoirs, speaks of the pure 
joy with which he had often seen Vianney sit down to 
this wretched fare, which, he confessed, he could not 
himself look at without disgust. Vianney observing 
this, invited him on one occasion, with playful malice, 
to share his repast. 'Let us rejoice, my firiend, in 
being permitted to eat the bread of the poor : they are 
the friends of Jesus Christ.' 

He generally had a small supply of boiled potatoes 
in the house; sometimes, however, even these failed, 
and he has been known more than once, to go round 
the village with his basket in his hand, begging provi- 
sions for the week. 

* He boiled his potatoes himself,' writes Catherine, 
* and ate them as long as they would last. At night, 
after prayers, when he returned home, he would un- 
cover his saucepan, and take out one or two, which, 
with a cup of cold water, constituted his supper.' 

Our Lord's injunction, * Take, therefore, no thought 
for the morrow,' was received and understood by Vianney 
in its most literal sense, and literally he obeyed and 
carried it out. He no more troubled himself about the 
morrow, than if there was no morrow for him. The 
thought of his own personal necessities, whether present 
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or future, never for one moment tempted him to limit 
his charities. 

One day a kind neighbour brought in a new loaf, 
which she had made expressly for him ; the next mo- 
ment she returned with a jug of milk ; and bent on the 
satisfaction of seeing him for once eat and drink, she 
entreated him to take this simple repast in her presence. 
At first she could not comprehend the reason of his 
obstinate refusal to comply with her request; but at 
length a sudden light struck her. ' I will engage, M. 
the Cure,' cried she, *that you have no bread left!' It 
was true, he had no bread. A poor man had passed by 
in the interval, and the fine new loaf had been slipped 
into his wallet. 

It has been positively affirmed that Vianney often 
passed days together without taking food. It is true 
that he had the greatest confidence in fasting, aa a 
means of averting divine justice, and of overcoming the 
powers of the evil one. * The devil,' said he, * laughs 
at many of our penances and mortifications, or if he 
does not laugh at them, he finds means of accommo- 
dating himself with those who practise them ; but ab- 
stinence from sleep and nourishment completely puts 
him to flight. There is nothing which he feaxs like 
that ; and there is nothing which is more pleasing to God. 

*How often have I experienced this during the five 
or six years that I lived alone, and could pursue my 
own course without being remarked by anyone. Ob, 
what graces the Lord then bestowed upon me 1 I ob- 
tained from Him everything I asked.' 

x2 
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A little later his assistant-priest — ^wben questioning 
him concerning this period of his life — said, ' Monsieur 
the Cur^, they tell me that formerly you were able to 
pass eight days together without tasting food.' 

*0h, no ! my friend,' replied the Cure, without per- 
ceiving that he was falling into a trap ; ' the most that 
I have ever done has been to live for a week on three 
meals.' 

Vianney's long and severe mortification had reduced 
him — ^when he should have been hardly past the prime 
of his strength — to so exhausted a condition of health, 
that, fearing to die of inanition, he w^ sometimes 
obliged to arise in the night, in order to take some 
restoratives. 

One day, when a large baking had been made at the 
Providence, and the bread happened to be particularly 
good, the poor Cure was heard to exclaim : * II faut 
qu^une fois je fosse la gourmandise d^en manger tarvt 
queje vaudraiJ 

It appears, however, that so far from satisfying this 
natural desire, Vianney was endeavouring at this time 
to live without bread at all 1 

The pretty garden which he had found, adjoining the 
presbytery, on his first arrival, was soon left in an un- 
cultivated state, and had since been converted by the 
neighbours into a grazing ground. One day when 
Claudine Renard had, as usual, led her cow there, she 
surprised the Cure eating a handf j1 of grass. ' What ! 
Monsieur the Cure,' cried she, 'you are eating the 
grass?' 
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* Yes, my poor Mother Eenard,' replied Vianney, 
smiling, ' that is to say, I am making the attempt, but 
it does not succeed.' 

'It is evident,' said he, long afterwards, to his 
assistant-priest, *it is evident that we are differently 
constituted from the animals. I once strove to live as 
they do, eating only grass, but my strength utterly 
failed. It seems that bread is necessary to man.' 

This fact is further proved by a conversation which 
took place between Bishop Devie and his Cur6. * You 
have never tried,' said the prelate, * to live on roots and 
herb^, like your predecessors, the fathers of the desert, 
and the solitaries of Thebaide ?' 

' My lord,' ingenuously replied M. Vianney, ' I tried 
for eight days, but that could not last. (Test que je ne 
suia pds saint comme euxT 

* One day,' writes Catherine, * I endeavoured to per- 
suade M. the Cure to take a little more nourishment. 
** You cannot," said I, " live in this manner." " Oh, 
yes," replied he. '* What does Our Lord say ? * My 
meat is to do the will of Him that sent me.' . . . After 
I have eaten, no matter what, or have slept for two 
hours, I can begin again." There were times, however, 
when Vianney found it very hard to " begin again ;" 
when his exhausted frame would no longer obey the 
bidding of his energetic mind. " There are days when 
I can hardly speak," said he, '^ and yet, when I am 
called upon to speak for God, I can alwajs rally a little 
strength." ' 

Poor Mademoiselle d'Ars was in utter despair at wit- 
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nessing the cruel treatment to which her revered friend 
subjected himself^ and the sad consequences on his 
health. 

* My good Cure,' said she, * take a little more care of 
yourself. . . . You cause me too much anxiety* 
. . . When I hear the chaplet recited with such a 
weak and feeble voice, instead of replying, "Holy Mary, 
Mother of God," I find myself exclaiming, " My God, 
have pity on him, aud support him to the end I " ' 

Not contented with these remonstrances, she threat- 
ened to denounce him to his Archbishop, but Vianney's 
ecclesiastical superiors had already been informed of his 
austere and mortified life, and kind and earnest ex- 
postulations were made. * Bemind the Abbe Vianney,' 
said the old friend of M. Bailey, the Abbe Courbon, to 
an ecclesiastic who was going to Ars, ^ that heaven is 
not taken by famine. Entreat of him, on my part, to 
eat a little more. We are all interested in the preser- 
vation of his health.' ' M. the Vicar-General is too 
good,' said the Cure, when these words were repeated 
to him. * I do not deserve that anyone should occupy 
himself about me.' 

When any of Vianney's old friends from Dardilly 
came to Ars, he received them at his house with the 
most cordial welcome, and the self-denying priest be- 
came, for the moment, the kind and social host. He 
sat down to dinner, which was an indulgence he did not 
usually allow himself, and did the honours of his repast 
with simple and graceful hospitality. The only other 
occasion upon which Vianney was known to depart 
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from his austere habits was when a brother-priest came 
to visit him. When this rare event occurred, he sent 
some one off to Mademoiselle d'Ars, who immediately 
improvised for him a suitable dinner. A respectable 
cure gives the following account of the hospitality he 
received at Ars : — ' M. Vianney had a dinner prepared 
for us— where I know not, for his kitchen-hearth had 
never seen a fire. But it was the spiritual food which 
he dispensed that absorbed all our attention. His 
glowing speech, often accompanied by tears, never 
ceased during the time we were at table. Sometimes 
he stood up while we were sitting, and discoursed upon 
heavenly things, like a man ** lost in God." * 

When Vianney had brought his Providence to a 
flourishing condition, he had his own kitchen and t^ble 
removed there. He was the father of this house, and 
he wished to be one amongst the children. He gave 
all to the Providence, and he wished to receive all from 
it. He would, however, on no account permit the 
slightest change in his austere life and frequent fasts, 
unless it were that, with his advancing years, they 
became more and more severe. 

* Usually,' writes Catherine, ^ when his catechism is 
finished, he finds a little chocolate on the fire, provided 
by a kind lady for the good of his health, but he very 
seldom touches it. He generally takes his repasts, if 
they may be called repasts, standing ; if he is hurried, 
he returns to the presbytery, his cup of milk in his 
band. Anyone, to see him crossing the square in this 
manner, might take him for a mendicant seeking alms ; 
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but it is then that he is in his gayest and most joyous 
mood.' 

An ecclesiastic, newly arrived at Ars, one day sur- 
prised him at such a moment as the faithful Catherine 
describes. * Are you the Cur6 d'Ars,' said he, * of whom 
all the worid is talking?' * Yes, my good friend, I am 
the poor Cure d'Ars.' 'And is this all?' said the priest 
to himself as, disappointed and mortified, be turned 
away. * I had pictured to myself a man of imposing 
appearance and dignified manners. It is just the con- 
trary. This little Cure has no dignity, and he eats in 
the open streets like a beggar. It is altogether a 
mystification.' *This good gentleman,' said Vianney, 
laughing, when these words were repeated to him, * has 
been caught. He expected to find something at Ars, 
and he has found nothing.' We must add, however, 
that after a second interview the new visitor quite 
changed his opinion, and his contempt gave place to 
the highest admiration and esteem. 

At this time Vianney was in the habit of taking part 
in certain periodical meetings of the clergy of the 
surrounding district, which were held in the different 
parishes for the purpose of religious discussion; but 
when the subjects which had been selected for the day 
were exhausted, and the conversation brought to a 
close, he stole quietly away, and was always missing at 
the moment when dinner was announced. When it 
came to the turn of the village of Ars, and it was for 
him to receive his brethren, the repast was given at the 
chateai where Mademoiselle d'Ars, proud to assist her 
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beloved Cure, presided, with that winning gaiety and 
graceful hospitality which are said to have been peculiar 
to her, and which put everyone at tlieir ease. 

The dress of M. Vianney corresponded with his food. 
Though he loved order and cleanliness, still the spirit 
of mortification, by which he was so powerfully in- 
fluenced, induced him to wear each article of dress till 
they were in rags and tatters ; his cassock was allowed 
to fall nearly into piecas before he would consent to its 
being mended; his hat waa worn till its form could 
hardly be recognised ; and so with his shoes, his 
girdle, &c. In this costume it was his habit to attend 
the conferences of which we have just spoken, cheer- 
fully braving the raillery of his companions, who found 
matter for amusing remarks in his patched cassock, his 
red shoes, his worn hat, and the general dilapidation of 
his apparel. To their friendly taunts, he invariably 
replied, * It is good enough for the Cure d'Ars ; why 
should any be offended ? ' 

Thus it was that Vianney came to be regarded by his 
Church as a saint. It was by austerities and mortifica- 
tions, so far as our information goes, unprecedented in 
modern times. Truly might it be said of him that he 
endeavoured to crucify the flesh ; and this not only at 
times and at seasons, but throughout the long course of 
his painful pilgrimage, till his weary body sunk down 
to rest in the grave, and his untiring and devoted spirit 
was siunmoned to the presence of the Almighty. 
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CHAPTEE 11. 

HOW M. VIANNEY WAS PERSECUTED BY DEMONS. 

The numerous instances recorded in the lives of the 
saints, of the manner in which those holy men were 
assailed and tormented by wicked and malignant spirits, 
appear to have found their counterpart in that marvel- 
lous episode in Vianney's life which now lies before us. 
Soon after the Curfe d'Ars had opened his house of 
refuge for the poor orphans of the district, the strangest 
noises began to disturb his rest at night, and to trouble 
the quiet of his presbytery. His own account of the 
origin of these persecutions is ss follows : * It was about 
nine o'clock at night, I was just going to bed, when the 
demon came to torment me for the first time. Three 
heavy blows were levelled at the door of my court-yard : 
you would have thought some one was trying to break 
it open by force. I opened my window, and asked 
" Who is there ? " but I saw nothing, and commending 
myself to God, I quietly retired to rest. I had not, 
however, gone to sleep, before I was again startled by 
three still louder knocks, not now at the outer door, 
but at that on the staircase, which led to my chamber. 
I rose up, and cried out a second time, " Who is there ? " 
No one replied. At the first commencement of these 
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noises at night, I imagined that they were caused by 
robbers, and fearing lest the beautiful ornaments of the 
Viscount d'Ars might be in danger of being carried ofiF, 
I thought it well to take precautions. Accordingly, I 
had two courageous men to sleep in the house, who 
were ready to assist me in case of need. They came 
several nights successively. They heard the noise, but 
discovering nothing, they were convinced that it pro- 
ceeded from other causes than the malice of men. 
I myself soon came to the same conclusion ; for one 
night in the midst of winter, three violent knocks were 
heard. I rose quickly from my bed, and went down 
into the court-yard, expecting to see the intruders 
making their escape, and intending to call for help ; 
but, to my astonishment, I saw nothing, I heard 
nothing, and, what is more, I discovered no traces of 
foot-marks upon the snow. I resigned myself to God's 
will, praying Him to be my guard and protector, and to 
surround me with his angels if my enemy should again 
return to torment me.' 

If the object of Vianney's invisible persecutor was to 
strike terror into his heart, he succeeded only too well ; 
for the poor Gur6 confessed that in the early times, 
before the cause of these mysterious noises, which were 
renewed every night for hours together, was known, 
he was often ready to die with fear in his bed. His 
health, indeed, was so much affected by the strain upon 
his nerves, caused by the terrible apprehension he 
endured, that he visibly declined. Kind friends offered 
to keep watch round the house, and to sleep in the 
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room adjoining his own ; and several young men, under 
arms, stationed themselves near the church, where they 
could command a view of all the approaches to the 
presbytery. 

Some of these good people were very much terrified, 
among others, Andre Verch^re, the wheelwright of the 
village, who, when his turn to act as sentinel came 
round, was installed, his gun by his side, in a room in 
the presbytery. At midnight he heard a frightful crash 
close to him. It seemed to him that all the furniture 
in the room fled to pieces under a storm of invisible 
blows. The poor man cried out for help, and the Cure 
came quickly to his assistance. They searched the 
room and the house, examining every corner, but all in 
vain. 

When Vianney was entirely convinced that these un- 
earthly sounds had no humanly assignable cause, he dis- 
misfled his guards. By degrees his alarm was. in some 
measure, allayed, and in the end he became in a 
manner accustomed to this terrible visitation. 

Before this period poor Vianney had been a prey to 
a different kind of conflict. He had been tormented 
by the most despairing thoughts of his future destiny. 
He seemed continually to see under his feet the laJce of 
fire, and to hear a voice telling him that his place 
was already marked in it. Day and night he was 
haunted by the fear of being eternally lost; and, 
after having combated and overcome this internal 
temptation, he had less difficulty in resisting his ex- 
ternal, though invisible foes. Still, the martyrdom to 
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which he was now subjected was no light one. It 
lasted, not for days or months, but for thirty-five 
years, with diflferent phases, and under different forms, 
but almost without intermission. , 

At midnight three violent knocks against the door of 
the presbytery generally warned the Cur6 d'Ars of 
the presence of his enemy ; these knocks were followed 
by others more or less heavy, according as his sleep 
was more or less profound. After having diverted 
himself by making a frightful uproar on the staircase, 

the demon entered the room, seized the curtains of the 

* 

bed, shook them so furiously that the poor inmate never 
could understand why they were not torn to atoms. 
Sometimes the malignant spirit knocked like some one 
who was demanding admittance, and the next moment, 
without the door being opened, he was in the room, 
moving about the chairs, deranging the furniture, rum- 
maging eterywhere, calling the Cure with a mocking 
voice, *Vianney, Vianney!' and adding to his name 
the most outrageous qualifications and menaces. ' Eater 
of truffles, we shall have you, we shall have you ! We 
hold you, we hold you ! ' 

At other times, without giving himself the trouble to 
mount, he hailed Vianney from the court-yard, and, 
after having vociferated for a long time, he would 
imitate a charge of cavalry, or the noise of an army in 
march. Sometimes he drove nails into the floor, with 
heavy strokes as of a hammer, sometimes he cut wood, 
sometimes sawed and planed planks like a carpenter 
a-ctively employed in the interior of a house, or he 
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would play upon the table, the chimneypiece, and espe- 
cially upon the water-jug, always choosing in prefer- 
ence the most sonorous objects. 

Sometimes the Cur6 heard in the hall below him a 
noise like that of a horse bounding up to the ceiling 
and again falling down heavily on his four feet. At 
other times it was the noise of a great flock of sheep 
grazing above his head. One night when he was more 
than usually disquieted, he said, * My God, I willingly 
make to Thee the sacrifice of some hours' sleep for 
the conversion of sinners.' Immediately the infernal 
troupe disappeared, and all was silent. All these details 
were given by M. Vianney himself. 

For several nights consecutively, he heard such loud 
and menacing clamours in the court, that he trembled 
with fear. These voices spoke in an unknown tongue, 
and in the most confused manner. The tumult they 
made recalled to Vianney's mind the recent invasion ; 
he compared it to the noise of an Austrian army. And 
on another occasion, making a still more characteristic 
comparison, he said that, * Troops of demons had held 
their parliament in his court.' 

Eumours of these marvellous histories were circulated 
far and wide ; they were received in divers manners, 
and elicited the most contradictory opinions. It appears^ 
however, to have been universally acknowledged by all 
who knew Vianney that he had not the temperament 
of a visionary, but was possessed of all the qualifica- 
tions of a good witness — good eyes, good ears, and a 
good judgment. 
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Catherine relates many confidences made to her by 
the Cure, during the early days of this extraordinary 
and mysterious persecution. The following extracts are 
taken from her notes : 

* M. le Cure often says, *' I do not know if they are 
demons, but they come in great bands ; you would say 
they were a large flock of sheep : I can hardly sleep." 
One day he remarked, " I was just falling asleep, when 
the grappin* began to make a noise like that of a man 
hooping a cask with bands of iron." 

* August 18, 1825. M. the Cur6 told us yesterday 
that the demon sung in his chimney like a nightin- 

gale.t 

* September 15th. M. the Cure has ordered us to 
enlarge his mattress, because the demons throw him 
out of bed. " I have not seen him," said he, " but he 
has many times seized me and precipitated me out of 
my bed." One night, when M. the Cure had come to 
the Providence to visit a patient, he said to me, " Listen 
to what happened to me this morning. I had some- 
thing on my table — you know what it was. (It was his 
discipline.) Suddenly it rose up and moved along like 
a serpent. This frightened me a little. You know 
there Is a rope fastened to one end of it; I seized 
hold of it, it was as stiff as wood. I placed it again on 

* The nom de guerre which Vianney gave to the demon whom he sup- 
posed to be his chief tormentor. 

t On petd 86 convaincre, en lisant le savant livre de GorreSj qtCU n^est 
pas tm seul des phSnomenes que nous venone de TJtentionner, qui rCait sea 
analogues dans rhistoire de la mystique diaboliqw, — Assi MomaN. 
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the table; it again began to move, and went ronnd 
three times." ' 

Vianney's brother-priests were at first Kttle disposed 
to believe in the reality of these diabolical manifesta- 
tiops ; they sought to accomit for them by natural and 
physiological causes, * If the Cure d'Ars lived like 
other men,' said they^ * if he took a proper quantity of 
sleep and uourishment his imagination would be calmed, 
his brain would no longer be peopled with spectres, and 
all this infernal phantasmagoria would vanish.' 

About this time a venerable cure, M. Granger, who 
had known and loved Vianney since the commencement 
of his ministry at Ars, anxious to procure for his people 
the benefit of his presence amongst them, prayed him 
to join the missionaries who were about to celebrate the 
approaching jubilee with the usual services. Vianney 
immediately acceded to his friend's wishes ; he remained 
three weeks at Saint-Trivier, preached from time to 
time, and confessed many penitents. 

The vexation to which the Cure d'Ars was subjected 
on the part of his spiritual foes was now everywhere 
talked about. I^ clerical companions made it a subject 
of amusemient. ^f^ Come, come, dear Cure,' said they, 
* do as others do, nourish yourself better : that is the 
way to finish with all their jugglery.' 

One night, however, they assumed a more serious 
tone, the discussion became more animated, and the 
raillery of Vianney's companions more bitter and re- 
proachful. It was agreed that all this infernal mystifi- 
cation had no other origin than delirium and hallii^ 
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cination, and the poor Cure was consequently treated as 
a visionary and an enthusiast. To all this he answered 
not a word, but retired to his room, apparently insen- 
sible to everything but the joy of being persecuted. 
Soon afterwards his joking companions separated for 
the night, with the indiflference of wise men^ who, if 
they believed in the existence of the devil at all, had at 
least a very feeble faith in his intervention in the affairs 
of the Cure d'Ars, 

But behold ! at midnight all the inmates of the house 
are awakened by a horrible fracas. The cure is shaken 
from the very foundation, the doors bang, the windows 
clatter, the walls totter, sinister cracks are heard, as 
if the whole building were just about to fall to the 
ground. 

In a moment everyone was on his feet. They recol- 
lected that the Cure d'Ars had said, ^ You must not be 
surprised if you should hear a noise this night.' They 
rushed simultaneously into his room, where they found 
him in tranquil repose. * Get up,' cried they, * the 
house is falling to the ground.' * Oh, I know what it 
is,' replied he, smiling ; ' return to your rest, there is 
nothing to fear.' They were reassured,- and the clamour 
ceased. 

An hour later in the night a faint bell was heard. 
The Abbe Vianney rose up and went to the door, where 
he found a man who had travelled several leagues to 
confess to him. This, we are told, was no unusual 
occurrence ; it often J^ppened that after the most cruel 
nights the Cure fdlmd at his door in the morning 
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pilgrims who had made long journeys in order to be 
confessed by him. 

Indeed, when the persecution to which he was sub- 
jected was more than usually violent, he received it as 
a sign of some signal mercy, or some special consolation 
about to be granted to him. One of the missionaries, 
an ancient soldier of the empire — ^M. the Abbe Chevalon 
— was so much struck with the strange adventure we 
have just recounted, that, when afterwards relating it, 
he said, ' I have made a vow to God never again to 
joke over these histories of apparitions and nocturnal 
noises ; and as for the Cure d'Ars, I believe him to be a 
saint.' 

In the meantime Vianney's tormentor appeared to 
be unceasingly occupied in devising new modes of 
attack. No longer content with disturbing his unfor- 
tunate victim by frightful noises and knocking of doors, 
he now sometimes hid under his bed ; and the whole 
night long the poor Cure's repose was interrupted and 
his ear distracted by piercing cries, or mournful groans, 
or smothered sighs. 

' The demon is very cunning,' said he one day, in his 
catechism, * but he is not strong ; a sign of the cross 
soon puts him to flight. A few days since he made an 
uproar, like the driving of all the carriages in Lyons, 
over my head ; only last night troops of demons were 
shaking my door — their speech was like an army of 
Austrians, I did not understand a word of their jargon, 
— I made the sign of the cross, and they departed.' 

One night he was suddenly awakened by feeling him- 
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self lifted up in the air. ' Gradually je perdais mon 
lii^ said he. ' I armed myself with the sign of the 
cross, and the grappin left me.' 

Another time the demon is said to have assumed the 
form of a soft pillow, and when the poor Cure placed 
his head upon it, there issued forth a plaintive groan. 
He confessed that this time he was really terrified ; it 
seemed to him that this new device of his enemy im- 
perilled Ms soul. He invoked the aid of Heaven, and 
he was immediately left in peace. 

When he was called on one occasion to assist in some 
missionary labour at Montmerle, his indefatigable foe 
followed him ; and on the first night of his stay, he 
found himself drawn all round the room in his bed. 
He arose early the next morning, and went to the con- 
fessional. He had hardly sat dovm before he felt him- 
self lifted up and tossed about, as if he had been on a 
rough sea in a frail bark. 

*I once went on a. mission to Montmerle,' he re- 
marked, long afterwards, to the Abbe Toccanier ; * et 
je trCm, suis bien vu avec le grappin. He amused 
himself by carrying me round the room in a bed on 
rollers.' 

When he went to Saint-Trivier, to preach at the 
jubilee, he set out on foot early in the morning. As 
he walked along, reciting his chaplet, the air around 
him became full of sinister light ; the whole atmosphere 
appeared to be on fire, and the trees on either side his 
path like columns of flaming light. He, however, 
quietly pursued his way, trusting to th6 protection of 

L 2 
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the Virgin and his good angel, and seeing nothing in 
these manoeuvres of his enemy but a new sign of Crod's 
blessing upon his work. 

We believe it was about the same time that the 
destruction, or^ at least, the profanation, of a picture of 
the Annunciation, which the poor Cure highly valued, 
took place. 

The relation of M. Monnin is as follows : ' Seeing 
that the Cure d'Ars honoured this sacred immge with a 
special worship, what did the wicked grappin ? Every 
day he covered and disfigured it with mud. It was in 
vain that it was cleansed and washed ; the next day it 
was found blacker and more polluted than ever. These 
cowardly insults were repeated, till at length M. Vian- 
ney, renouncing the consolation which he derived from 
the contemplation of this picture, determined to have it 
removed. Several individuals were witnesses of these 
odious profanations, or have, at least, had the oppor- 
tunity of observing the traces of them. M. Senard 
testifies to having seen this picture so contaminated, 
that the fece of the Holy Virgin was hardly discern- 
ible.' 

Towards the end of Vianney's life these demoniacal 
persecutions were less violent and less continuous ; 
during the last six months they ceased altogether ; and 
even before that time his invisible foe ceased to disturb 
him at night, and confined his attacks to the short in- 
terval of rest which the poor Cure allowed himself in 
the afternoon. Sometimes on these occasions he raised 
a hue and cry at his door, imitating alternately the 
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growling of a beax, the barking of a dog, and the howl- 
ing of a wolf. 

Sometimes he called him, with his rude and insolent 
voice, * Vianney, Vianney, come I ' giving him to under- 
stand that numerous penitents were awaiting him. 

Vianney often expatiated to his friends upon the 
vexation he experienced, when one day his malignant 
enemy seized a vessel containing holy water, which 
was placed at the head of his bed, and broke it to pieces 
before his eyes. 

But what appears to us to be one of the most extra- 
ordinary of these demoniacal manifestations was the 
burning of Vianney's bed. We relate the circumstance 
exactly as it is recorded by the Abbe Monnin, who was 
at Ars at the time, and all but an eye-witness of the 
fact: 

* One morning, at the time of the first celebration of 
the quarante Iieurea at Ars, as I was going out very 
early, in order to assist in the services, I perceived at the 
threshold of my door a strong and overpowering smell 
of burning. The mass, the catechism, and some con- 
fessions detained me at the church till nine o'clock; 
on my return, I found all the village congregated 
round the presbytery. .... "What is the matter?" 
said I, approaching one of the groups. "What! do 
you not know," cried they, " that the devil set fire last 
night to M. Vianney's bed?" .... I entered the 
house, and went straight to the Cure's sleeping apart- 
ment, where I indeed found all the traces of a recent 
and hardly-extinguished conflagration. The bed, the 
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curtains, and all that surrounded them — ^including some 
old paintings on glass, which Vianney greatly valued, 
and of which he had said only a few days previously 
that they were the only things in this world that he 
prized, and that he had refused to sell them, because 
he wished to leave them to the missionaries — all had 
been consumed. The fire had stopped before the shrine 
of Saint-Philomene ; and, describing from that point 
an exact geometrical line, it had destroyed all that was 
on the one side, and spared all that was on the other 
side of the holy r clique. In the midst of the confusion 
the Cure arrived ; but he hardly appeared to perceive 
what was .going on. He crossed several people who 
were carrying away the debris without asking them any 
questions ; and it was not till after the mass that, as he 
was signing some images, he suddenly interrupted him- 
self, and fixing upon me his grave and gentle gaze, he 
said, "I have long besought this grace of God, and 
now at last He has granted my request : now I am the 
poorest in the parish; they have all a bed, and I, 
thanks to Grod, none have." At noon, when he came 
to see me, we conversed a little more in detail over the 
event of the night. I told him that everyone was 
agreed in thinking it a wicked trick of the demon ; and 
asked whether he too thought that the malignant spirit 
had had to do with it. " Oh, my friend," replied he, 
" that is very evident ; not being able to burn the man, 

he has burnt bis bed .... he is very angry 

It is a good sign*' ' 

In 1829, a young priest, the son of the good widow 
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whose acquaintance we made in the first pages of this 
book — ^the Abbe Bibost — came to Ars, in order to make 
a retreat in the parish of the man he so highly revered. 
M. Vianney, who had directed his first steps in the 
priesthood, received him with much kindness, and 
offered him a room in his house. 

' I was intimately acquainted with this priest,' says 
the Abbe Kenard, *and it happened that Providence 
also led me to my native parish at the time of his stay 
there. In our first interview the conversation turned 
upon the extraordinary events which were occurring at 
Ars, and of which the whole country were talking. 

* ^* You sleep at the presbytery," said I, " tell me, is 
it true that the devil makes all this clamour at night ?" 

* " Yes," replied he, *' I hear him every night. He 
has a rough, harsh voice, like the cry of a wild beast ; 
he seizes the bed-curtains of M. Vianney, and shakes 
them violently. He calls him by his name ; I have 
distinctly heard these words, * Vianney, Vianney, what 
are you doing there ? Go away, go away ! ' ' 

These frightful cries must have terrified you ?" 
Not exactly ; I am not fearful, and besides, the 
presence of M. Vianney reassured me ; but I sincerely 
pity the poor Cure. I should not like to live with him." 

* " Have you questioned M. Vianney upon this sub- 
ject ? " 

^ " No ; I have frequently thought of it, but the fear 
of giving him pain has closed my lips. Poor Cure ! 
Poor holy man ! How can he live in the midst of this 
uproar ? " ' 
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In 1842, an ancient officer of the French army, who 
was at that time attached to a brigade of the gen- 
darmes, came to Ars. He had risen, on one occasion, at 
midnight, and was, with many others, awaiting Vianney 
at the door of the chapel. Finding the Cure did not 
immediately appear, he took a turn round the pres- 
bytery, in order to keep himself awake. He was sad 
at heart, having lately been visited by a heavy afflic- 
tion ; but he states that at this moment he was oppressed 
by a sensation of mingled disquietude and apprehension, 
for which he was unable to account. 

Suddenly he was startled by a strange and unearthly 

sound, which appeared to proceed from the window of 

the presbytery. He distinctly heard these words several 

I times repeated, in a rough, harsh, and shrill voice : 

' Vianney, Vianney ! come, come ! ' 

Seized with horror, he fled from the spot. The church 
clock at that moment struck one, and soon the Care 
appeared — a light in his hand. He found the unfortu- 
nate gendarme in the most violent agitation. He en- 
deavoured to reassure him, and conducted him to the 
church. 

Before he had asked a question, or heard one word of 
his history, he astonished him with these words : ' My 
friend, you are in much affliction; you have just lost 
your wife, but trust Grod, and He will come to your 
aid. First, put your conscience in order, and then will 
you more easily put your worldly affairs in order.' 

' Yielding to the cbimsel of the holy man,' said the 
tried penitent, * I began my confession. In my trouble 
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I could hardly put two words together, but the good 
Cure assisted me. He penetrated the very depths of 
my soul, and he revealed to me many things of which 
he could not have been informed, and which astonished 
me beyond expression. I did not know that it was 
possible to read men's hearts in this manner.' 

It is attested by Catherine, and the other directresses, 
that at the Providence strange noises were heard on the 
stairs and in the dormitories, which never could be ac- 
counted for, and the cause of which could never be dis- 
covered. 

Many other instances of these mysterious and terrible 
manifestations are attested by the Abbe Monnin, but we 
think that those which we have stated may suflfice. 

We cannot, however, close this chapter without re- 
cording one or two facts, too closely connected with the 
subject which has now been engaging our attention, to 
be omitted. It is affirmed that several persons came to 
Ars from different places, and at divers periods, bearing 
marks, more or less positive, of demoniacal possession. 

Two of these unhappy beings — a man and a woman 
— constantly appeared at Ars, and were known by all 
the inhabitants. Vianney did not profess to practise 
exorcism, but, in the instance before us, he treated one 
of these afflicted individuals as if his body only, and the 
other as if body and soul were possessed. It is affirmed 
that when, in the midst of the most fearful and violent 
attacks, he pronounced his blessing over them, they 
instantly became calm. 
The following dialogue is declared to have b^en found 
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in a narrative of undoubted authenticity, and bearing 
every mark of incontestable truth. It is entitled, 
* Dialogue between a Possessed, from the neighbour- 
hood of Puy, in Velay, and the Cure d'Ars.' This col- 
loquy took place in the afternoon of January 23, 1840, 
in the chapel of Saint-John Baptist, and in the presence 
of eight witnesses : — 

Tlie Possessed — *I am immortal.' 

Cure — * Are you then the only person who will not 
die?' 

The Possessed — ^ I have never committed but one 
sin in my life, and the fruit of that sin I am ready to 
share with all who will. . . .' 

The Cure — ^ In quis es ? ' 

The Possessed — ^ Magister capuV Then continuing 
in French, ' Vilain crapaud noir ! How you torment 
me ! It is a mutual warfare between us, which shall 
overcome the other; but, do what you will, you are 
often doing my work. You think your people well- 
disposed ; they are not. Why do you examine the 
consciences of your penitents ? What is the use of so 
much investigation ? Is not my examination suflBcient ? * 

The Cure — ^ You say you examine the conscience of 
my penitents ? Have they not recourse to God before 
all?' 

The Possessed — ^ Yes, with their lips. I tell you it 
is I who examine them. I am oftener in your chapel 
than you think. My body goes out, but my spirit re- 

» 

mains. ... I like to hear plenty of talking. . . . All 
who come to you are not saved. You are a miser.' 
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The Cure — *It would be diflScult for me to be a 
miser. I have but little, and that little I give with all 
my heart.' 

The Possessed — ' It is not of that kind of avarice 
that I speak. You are a miser of souls. You rob me 
of all you can, but I shall endeavour to get them back 
again. You are a liar ! You said, a long while ago, 
that you wished to depart from this place, and here you 
still remain. What do you mean by that ? Why do 
you not retire and rest, as others do ? you have worked 
long enough. You wished to go to Lyons.' [This was 
true. M. Vianney thought much, at that time, of 
Fourvieres.] * At Lyons you would have been as ava- 
ricious as you are here. You talked of retiring into 
solitude.' [This was also true. He was anxious to 
make a retreat to Fourvieres, or to La Trappe.] * Why 
do you not do so ? ' 

The Cure — ' Have you anything else to reproach me 
with?' 

The Possessed — ^ I sifted you well last Sunday, during 
the mass, you remember ? ' [The Cure confessed that 
he had, at that precise time, experienced extraordinary 
trouble and embarrassment.] ' Your violet robe* has 
just written to you, but I so managed it that he forgot 
what should have formed an essential part of his letter, 
and he is greatly vexed thereby.' [M. Vianney had 
that day rec^ved a letter from his Bishop.] 

The Cure — * Will my lord allow me to depart ? ' 

* Mgr. Baymond Devie, Bishop of Belley. 
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The Po88€88ed — ^He loves you too much. . * . 
Your violet robe is as great a miser as you are, and he 
equally embarrasses me ; but, no matter, we have lulled 
him to sleep with respect to an abuse in his diocese, 
. . . Come, lift up your hand over me, as you do 
over so many others who come here every day. You 
imagine that you convert, them all. You are mistaken. 
It is very well for a moment, but I find them again. 
I have some of your parishioners on my list.' 

The CurS — ' What do you think of . . . ? ' naming 
a priest of great piety. 

The Possessed — *I do not like him.' [These words 
were pronounced in a tone of concentrated rage, ac- 
companied by frightful grinding of the teeth.] 

The Cure — ' And of . . . ? ' naming another. 

The Possessed — * Very well. He lets me do what I 
like ; there are crapauds noir8, who do not embarass 
me as you do. I perform their mass ; they say mine.' 

The Cure — ' Do you perform mine ? ' 

The Possessed — * You weary me. Ah, if the Virgin 
did not protect you; but, patience, we have brought 
greater than you to ruin ; you are not dead yet. Why 
do you rise so early ? You disobey your violet robe, 
who has ordered you to take more care of yourself. 
Why do you preach so simply ? You will pass for an 
ignorant man. Oh, how I like those grand sermons 
which disturb no one, and which allow people to live in 
their own way, and do as they like 1 Many sleep at 
your catechisms, but there are others who are touched 
to the heart by your simple words.' 
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The OurS — ' What yo you think of the dance ? ' 

The Poseessed — * I surround a dance ae a wall «ur- 
rounds a garden.' 

On one occasion an unhappy woman, who gave proof 
of possession, said to Vianney : ' Why do you make me 
suffer 80 much ? If there were three upon earth like 
you, my kingdom would be destroyed. You have 
robbed me of eighty thousand so uls.' The Cure ad- 
dressed himself to the daughter of this unfortunate 
woman. *You will commence,' said he, *this day a 
neuvaine to Sainte-Philom^ne, and you will bring her 
to me to-morrow in the sacristy. I will hear her 
confession after I have performed the mass. In the 
meantime, let her kneel down, and I will give her my 
blessing.' 

The poor child implored him to deliver her mother, 
but he refused, saying he was not authorised. 

This poor woman passed ten days at Ars, made a 
general confession, and left in a much more tranquil 
state. She exclaimed before several people, at a mo- 
ment when she was much agitated : * Ah, if all the lost 
could come to Ars, they would profit by it more than 
you all.' 

Some one asked her what made the tables turn. She 
answered, *It is I; magnetism, somnambulism — all 
that is my affair.' 



I 
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CHAPTER III. 

TRIALS SUSTAINED BY VIANNEY .FROM THE OPPOSITION OF 

HIS BROTHER PRIESTS. 

In the meantime, clouds began to arise upon the serene 
and peaceful horizon of the Cur6 d'Ars, and the arrow 
of persecution was preparing its poisoned shaft for the 
heart of the self-denying and mortified priest. 

The increasing fame of Vianney, and the marvellous 
influence which he exerted, not only over his own 
people, but also over the populations of all the neigh- 
bouring parishes, began at length to excite the dis- 
pleasure and suspicion of his brother priests. 

They were wounded by the preference shown to the 
insignificant Cure, whose talents they had been ac- 
customed to hold in very light esteem; and perhaps 
unconsciously to themselves, they sometimes made 
their anxiety for the spiritual welfare and safety of 
their flocks the pretext for much bitter criticism and 
ill-disguised annoyance. Many there were, however, 
who were really alarmed by what they regarded as a 
new and strange infatuation, and they not only forbade 
their people, on pain of excommunication, to attend 
the confessional of the Cure d'Ars, but they felt it 
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their duty to point out to their congregations from the 
pulpit the abuses of the pilgrimage. *At that time,' 
said Vianney afterwards, with gentle irony, * the gospel 
was left alone in the pulpits; they preached only about 
the poor Cure d'Ars.' 

One day, when the friends of M. Vianney were talk- 
ing over this trying period of his life, one of them 
asked him if so much contradiction had not troubled 
him so much as to destroy his peace. 

*The cross,' cried he, in reply, 'the cross can never 
destroy our peace. . . . It is the fear of the cross 
which magnifies our crosses. A cross borne with sim- 
plicity, and without the self-love "which exaggerates our 
pain, ceases to be a cross. . . . We complain of 
suffering; we should have much more reason to com- 
plain if we did not suffer, because there is nothing 
which renders us more like our Lord than to carry his 
cross. Oh, beautiful union of the soul with the Lord 
Jesus Christ by the efficacy and the love of His cross ! 
I do not understand how a Christian can fly from the 
cross. Is it not also flying from Him who was nailed 
upon it, and who died upon it for us ? ' 

Another time he said: * Contradiction brings us to 
the foot of the cross, and the cross brings us to Heaven. 
. . . Those only are truly happy who are at peace 
with God in the midst of all the troubles of life. . . 
Pain is sweet when it is suffered in union with our 
Saviour; and then it is but for a moment. . . . 
And what matters a moment's suffering ? If we could 
pass a few days in heaven, we should then know the 
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value of this moment's pain. We should tlunk no 
cross heavy enough, no trial bitter enough* * ^ •' 

Supported by such sentiments, the Cure d'Ars re- 
mained calm and peaceful in the midst of the storms 
which now encompassed him. He accepted his trials 
with evident joy, and looked upon them as the pre- 
cursor of some special divine grace. * When the Day 
of Judgment comes,' said he, 'we shall have rejoicing 
for our aflBictions, glory for our humiliations, and riches 
for our sacrifices.' 

One benefit certainly accrued to Vianney from the 
persecutions to which he was exposed ; he was delivered 
by them from the fear, by which he had been con- 
tinually haunted, that he was a hypocrite, when he saw 
himself — so weak and worthless in his own eyes — the 
object of so much general esteem. ^At least,' said he> 
*I do not deceive all the world. There are those who 
put me in my right place, and who appreciate me at 
my just value. I owe them much gratitude, for it is 
they who help me to know myself.' 

One day a letter was put into- his hands, commencing 
as follows : * M. le Cur6, no man who is not possessed 
of more theological knowledge than yourself ought 
ever to enter the confessional.' The concluding part 
of this pleasing communication corresponded with the 
beginning. Vianney, though he very seldom could 
find time to reply to any of the numerous letters which 
reached him every day, appealing to his sympathy, his 
experience, his holiness, yet thought it an indispensable 
duty to testify the joy and gratitude which he expe- 



\ 



OPPOSITION OP BROTHER PRIESTS. l6l 

* 

rienced at being treated in a manner conformable to 
his merits. He immediately took up his pen, and 
wrote as follows : * What reason have I to love you, my 
dear and venerable brother?' — ^the offensive epistle 
alluded to was from a brother priest, whose sentiments 
subsequently underwent an entire change, and he came 
to Ars expressly to testify to Vianney his deep regret 
for the error he had been guilty of — * You are the only 
one who has truly known me ; and since you are so 
good and charitable as to interest yourself about my 
poor soul, help me to obtain the grace I have long 
prayed for, so that, being replaced in a post which I 
am not worthy to occupy, on account of my ignorance, 
I may retire to some remote solitude, there to weep 
over my pauvre vie,^ . • . 

About this time a large and important ecclesiastical 
meeting was held, in what part of the country we are 
not informed, where, after taking into mature conside- 
ration all the grievances of which his brother priests 
thought they had to complain on the part of Vianney, 
it was unanimously resolved to inform the new Bishop 
of Belley of the ill-timed zeal and dangerous enter- 
prises of one of his cur^s, whose ignorance and incapa- 
city ought to have made him more cautious and discreet. 

As it was not the first time that he had been threat- 
ened with disgrace, and with the censure of his bishop, 
poor Vianney now felt little doubt that he should one 
day be dismissed with ignominy from his charge. 

' It seems to me,' said he, * that everyone is angry 
with me for having dared to remain so long in a parish 

M 
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where I could only be an obstacle to its spiritual 
advancement.' 

The poor Cure appeared to see nothing in himself 
that was not worthy of any degree of harshness and 
severity. 

The see of Belley had recently been conferred on M. 
Devie, a man most highly and justly esteemed by the 
Boman Catholic Church. It would, perhaps, be diflScult 
to find an individual less likely than he to attach im- 
portance to any false reports or «unjust suspicions; 
moreover, he already knew and loved Vianney ; he did 
not consider his piety exaggerated, nor did he see any- 
thing strange or ridiculous in his conduct. He, there- 
fore, at once declared himself on his side, and on each 
separate occasion, when his enemies appeared against 
him, he warmly undertook his defence. 

' I wish,' said he, one day, in the midst of a large 
assembly of ecclesiastics, and in a tone which at once 
silenced the discontented, ^ I wish you all bad a little 
more of this folly of which you complain ; it would not 
hurt your wisdom.' 

On another occasion. Bishop Devie spoke of the Cure 
d'Ars in terms expressive of the most profound admi- 
ration ; and the emphatic manner in which he dwelt 
upon each word appeared as though he wished to con- 
vey a special lesson to some of his auditors. 

* Yes, sirs,' said he, in conclusion, ^ he is a saint, an 
one whom we should admire and take as our model.' 

In order, however, to dissipate the misgivings whi( 
had arisen with respect to the teaching and conduct 
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Vianney, the Bishop sent his grand vicars to Ars, in 
order to investigate these points. They followed him 
in his work, and thoroughly examined his whole system 
of ministerial duty. 

Vianney, too humble to justify himself by words, 
exposed his life and conduct with all the simplicity and 
candour of which he was capable, at the same time that 
he sought permission to lay down a burden, which was 
too heavy for him to bear. The Bishop subsequeiltly 
requested him to submit any difficult cases which he 
might meet with in the course of his ministry to his 
council, and Vianney readily engaged to comply with 
this suggestion. 

* He has sent us more than two hundred cases,' adds 
this learned prelate, *and, except in two instances, 
where I should not have entirely thought with him, his 
decisions have always been just, and his practice irre- 
proachable.' 

On the occasion of a discussion which took place in 
the presence of the Bishop, with respect to Vianney's 
want of knowledge in matters of casuistry ; ' I do not 
know whether he is learned,' exclaimed he, warmly, 
* but I know that he is enlightened.' 

In the meantime, however, the opposers of Vianney 
continued to increase in numbers and in malice. It 
would, indeed, be difficult to recapitulate fil the inju- 
rious and outrageous charges which were brought 
against him, and not now only by his brother priests, 
but by the world in general. 

To all this persecution Vianney continued to oppose 

M 2 



164 THE CURfi D'ABS. 

the same gentle and unshaken charity. On one occa- 
sion, his friends, perhaps to prove him, said to him, 
* How wicked must they be who can act thus ! ' 

* Oh, no ! ' replied he, * they are not wicked ; they 
know more than others, they know me better,' 

* But,' insisted his friends, * how dare they calumni- 
ate your life ? ' 

' Alas ! my Ufe has always been a bad one. I led, at 
the'time to which they refer, the same life that I am 
now living.' 

Poor Vianney did not appear to suspect the testimony 
he was giving, by this reply, to the virtue and inno- 
cence of his former life. < 

* I am sorry,' added he, * that Grod should be offended ; 
but, on the other side, I rejoice in all which the Lord 
permits them to say against me, because the condemna- 
tions of the world are the benedictions of Grod. I 
feared I was a hypocrite whilst they made something of 
me, and I am rejoiced that the esteem so ill-founded 
has been converted into contempt.' 

A brother priest came one day to ask his advice : 
^ M. the Cur^,' said he, * I am weary of being a prey to 
calumny and persecution ; my patience is exhausted. I 
think of retiring from my work; but before taking 
a decided step, I wish to know your opinion.' 

* My frlind,' said Vianney, * do as I do : let them 
gay all, and when they have nothing more to say they 
will be silent' 

In the midst of all this persecution Vianney never 
betrayed, by word or sign, the slightest symptom of 
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anger or bitterness, nor did he ever, in the most trying 
moments, lose the calmness and self-possession neces- 
sary for the accomplishment of his duties, whether as 
pastor, preacher, or confessor. 

When asked how he could, under such cruel circum- 
stances, devote himself continually to his labours with 
the same untiring ardour and assiduity, he replied: 
* We do more for God, when we work without pleasure 
or enjoyment.' 

It appears, however, that Vianney never during this 
trying time lost his peace of mind; or that he ever 
ceased to be sustained by the consciousness of divine 
support. It is certain that at this time the pilgrimage 
to Ars increased beyond all computation. 

From every country, and from all distances, people 
gathered round this man, who was contemned for his 
folly y his ignorance^ and his hypocrisy ^ eager to open 
to him the innermost recesses of their hearts, to consult 
him in the most difficult circumstances of their lives, 
and to entreat his intercessory prayers. 

' It is stated that the opposition raised against Vian- 
ney continued to prevail for about eight years, from 
which time it began gradually to subside, till at lengthy 
little by little the contempt in which he was held by 
the majority of his brother priests, and by a large pro- 
portion of the laity of France, gave place to one uni- 
versal sentiment of respect and admiration. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



M. vianney's illness and wonderful recovery. 



In the meantime the labours, the fastings, and the in- 
cessant mortifications to which Vianney condemned 
himself were such that all around him at length came 
to the conclusion that his life could only be sustained 
by a miracle. *They talk to me of the marvellous 
things that are passing here,' said a pilgrim at Ars : ' I 
do not doubt God's power ; it is as great in the nine- 
teenth century as at the epoch of the establishment of 
Christianity, and I am persuaded that the prayers of a 
holy priest can work wonderful, even miraculous, cures ; 
but in order to believe here in the presence of the super- 
natural, I have only to contemplate the laborious and 
self-denying life of the Cure himself. How any man 
can do as he does, and do it every day, without falling 
a victim to fatigue and exhaustion, exceeds my powers 
of comprehension. This is in my eyes the miracle of 
miracles.' 

Vianney had, however, ever since his first arrival a1 
Ars, suffered more or less from the humidity of the soi) 
of Dombes, and he was now frequently attacked bj 
severe indisposition ; still, his constitution was so good. 
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that his recovery was generally as rapid as his illness 
was sudden^ and so great was his mental energy, that 
when enduring the most severe and even violent pain 
he would often present so calm and cheerful an aspect 
afi to deceive all around faim with respect to his real 
condition. 

In the moo&. of May, 1843^ the congregation of pil- 
grims st Ars was greater than it had ever yet been 
known, and Vianney's labours consequently became 
more than ever arduous and unceasing, till at length 
the strength so severely taxed gave way, and he was 
one day ^liged to leave his pulpit, in consequence of a 
sudden attack of illness. At first it was hoped that his 
recovery would be as rapid •n this as on many former 
occasions ; but, on the contrary, his indisposition took 
so alarming a turn as to fill the minds of his people, as 
well as the admiring multitudes who were assembled at 
Ars, with apprehension and alarm. 

We give a few extracts from the numerous letters 
which were written at this period by various individuals 
in the parish. They will serve to show the manner in 
which this remarkable man not only ruled the minds of 
those who came within the sphere of his influence, but 
also how he fascinated their hearts. 

* Ap8, May 6, 1843. 

* Our holy Cure is ill, so ill as to lead us to think that 
his crown is ready, and that heaven is about to open its 
doors for him. I cannot describe to you the tears and 
consternation of all the parish. He has been confined 
to his bed for three days. I have been permitted to 
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approach his miserable pallet ; there I have seen a saint 
upon the cross, with the most heavenly peace portrayed 
on his suffering face. He told me he was about to 
commence his preparation for death. ... No words 
could say the desolating loss that this would be to all. 
M. des Grarets never leaves him ; he has succeeded in 
inducing him to allow the straw, or rather the plank, 
upon which he lay, to be changed for a mattress. . . . 
He is our saint, our angel, our glory I our shield, our 
consolation, our support ! . • . Thus, all the parish are 
in tears and in prayers.' 

* Ar^May 10. 

' I know that you have been informed of our afflic- 
tion, and that your prayers are united to ours, that the 
mercy of God may be manifested in our favour. • . . 
Still, I fear that the combat between the prayers which 
would keep him back and the virtues which merit glory 
is too unequal, and that a great joy is anticipated in 
heaven from the event which will cause such sorrow 
upon earth. . • . 

* The holy man has read the chapter in Ecclesiastes 
which enjoins obedience to the physician, so that he 
follows with the utmost docility every prescription.' 

^ In the heart of my little parish,' writes, in his turn, 
the Abbe Benard, ^ this sad news soon reached me. I 
immediately set out for Ars. On my arrival, I had the 
happiness of embracing the holy priest. I found him 
in so weak a state, that I believed his death must be 
very near at hand. " You are then going to leave us. 
Monsieur le Cure," said I, with emotion. " I will leave 
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you my body, my soul will go up on high," yplied he, 
pointing towards heaven with his failing hand. There 
was at that moment a sublimity in the expression of his 
countenance which it would be impossible to describe, 
but which deeply aflfected me. I was not able to utter 
another word, but left the room, my heart and my eyes 
full of tears. . • • A mournful silence reigned through- 
out the village. Consternation was depicted upon every 
face. You would have said there was a death in each 
house* The pilgrims wandered about the public places 
and round the church, like sheep without a shepherd. 
Every eye was constantly turned towards the presbytery, 
eager to discover the smallest incident — ^to gather the 
slightest information. No sooner did the nurses ap- 
pear than they were immediately surrounded. " How 
is the holy Cur^ ? How is the good fiather ?" were the 
questions eagerly asked on all sides. If they were told 
that he was no better, they crowded into the church, 
and there redoubled their supplications, trying, as it 
were, to take heaven by storm, and to obtain of the 
LfOrd, through the intercession of the Holy Virgin and 
Saint Fhilomdne, the restoration of a life they so dearly 
valued.' 

Still M, Vianney's state appeared to oflFer little hope 
of amelioration, and his confessor, the Abbe Valentin, 
Cure of Jassans, thought it his duty to press the ad- 
ministration of the last sacraments. At the time that 
this proposition was made, seven ecclesiastics were 
gathered round the sufferer's bed. These gentlemen 
agreed that they alone would be present at the celebra- 
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tion of tl^ last solemn service, and that, in order not 
to increase the trouble and desolation of the people, 
the bells should not be suffered to be rung. 

The patient, hearing their conversation from his bed, 
turned quickly round to the friend who sat beside him. 
* Command the bells to be rung,' said he ; ^ is it not 
right that the people should pray for their minister? ' 

The sad toll of the bells was no fiooiier lieard than all 
the village were on their feet. Everyone was eager to 
accompany the saint viatica to the sick man's chamber, 
to hear his last words, to receive his last bleasisg^; 
but this privilege could only be accQcdfid to a small 
number of favoured inidividaals ; tbe crowd remained 
weeing and praying on their knees, on the stairs, in 
the court, and around the house. 

When the usual questions were made to M. Vianney, 
and he was asked ' If he believed in all the truths of 
his religion ? ' he answered, * I have never doubted one 
of them.' * If he forgave his enemies ? ' ' I have never, 
thank God, wished evil to anyone.' 

The day after this sad ceremony, the Cure of Fareins 
celebrated a mass at the altar of Saint Philomdne. It 
is stated that, at the same hour, the patient fell, for the 
first time, into a tranquil sleep. * I do not know what 
occurred,' said Catherine, * but from that moment his 
recovery commenced, and continued uninterruptedly 
till he was quite re-established.' The voice of the 
village, however, was less discreet than Catherine ; and 
the opinion was generally expressed that Saint Philo- 
m^ne had appeared to Vianney, and that in the mys- 
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terioxis colloquy which took place between them words 
were uttered which, to the last day of his life, imparted 
support and consolation to the holy priest. 

The schoolmaster, who kept watch night and day by 
the pillow of Vianney, writes: — 'M. Vianney, seeing 
himself reduced to the last extremity, ordered a mass 
in honour of Saint Philom^ne, to whom he had con- 
wscratod himself by a special vow. A neighbouring 
priest was mraimoBed to perform this ceremony, at 
which all the strangers who were then at Ars, as well 
as many of the inhabitants, were present. Before the 
commencement of the holy sacrament, I remarked 
something extraordinary in the manner of Vianney. 
His countenance and attitude appeared suddenly' to 
express some great anxiety and even alarm. Witti 
redoubled attention, I observed every movement. I 
thought the fatal hour had arrived, and with suspended 
breath I awaited his last sigh. But no sooner did the 
priest approach the altar than he immediately became 
more tranquil. .He looked like a man who was con- 
templating some agreeable and reassuring spectacle. 
The mass was hardly over when the Cure cried out, 
'' My friend, a great change has been effected in me ; I 
am cured I" .... Great was my joy at these 
words. I was convinced that M. Vianney had just seen 
a vision ; for I had heard him several times murmur 
the name of his dear protectress, which led me. to think 
that Saint Philom^ne had appeared to him; but I 
dared not question him.' 

From this time the health of Vianney appeared 
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rapidly to improve, as is attested by a letter written 
May 14, from which we give a short extract. ^ I have 
good news to give you of our holy Cure ; for two days 
the physicians have pronounced him better, and this 
morning a third has confirmed this good report. We 
are the more rejoiced that we were so nearly deprived 
of all hope, and from the depths of our hearts we 
return thanks to Grod. If you had only seen the 
desolation into which the parish was plunged, if you 
had only heard the echo of the groans with which the 
little church of Ars resounded for ten days, you would 
understand the excess of our joy.' 

The Bishop of Belley, having been informed by the 
inhabitants of the chateau of the alarming state of 
Vianney's health, replied, through his Vicar-General, 
as follows : — * Monsieur le Comte : It would be difficult 
to describe the grief experienced by the Lord Bishop 
and myself on hearing of the illness of M. Vianney. 
For some moments we had not courage to open your 
second despatch, fearing that it might contain news of 
a death which, precious as it might be in the eyes of 
God, would yet have plunged into grief and consterna- 
tion all who venerate the holy Cure, and who know the 
good which he has eflfected in the souls of many. The 
Lord is the master of life and death, and we must bow 
to His decrees, even if He should design to remove to 
heaven a fruit so fully ripe ; but I can well imderstand 
how grievous the thought of such a separation must be 
to you. 

* In the event of his death, I request that you will 



I 



HIS WONDERFUL RECOVERY. 1 73 

reserve for us some of the articles which have been 
used by our saintJ* 

M. des Garets, Mayor of Ars, on his side, wrote as 
follows to the Grand Vicar : — * My last letter announced 
to you the improvement which has taken place in the 
condition of our beloved patient. . . . His re- 
covery commenced in a more satisfactory manner than 
we had ventured to hope after so serious an attack. 
. . . The physicians insist upon the most absolute 
quiet, and they are right. If his door were opened to 
all who desire to speak to him, he would not have an 
instant's repose, and repose is absolutely necessary. I 
therefore endeavour to see that the doctor's orders are 
carried out, in spite of the crowds of parishioners and 
strangers who implore with tears to be permitted to 
see, even for a moment, their beloved pastor, and to 
testify to him their joy at his recovery. . . . 

* To describe to you, sir, the interest and devAion 
evinced for him by his brother priests, his parishioners, 
and by all the strangers here, would be impossible; 
words would fail to represent the homage paid to the 
virtue of this man. . • . No public calamity ever 
appears to have been so universally felt, even by those 
who might hitherto have been suspected of indifference. 
• . • The general consternation was so manifest 
that many strangers, on arriving at Ars, thought that 
M. Vianney was dead.' 

We should find ourselves in the same difficulty as 
the mayor of the parish, were we to attempt to de- 
scribe the joy and gratitude of the people of Ars 
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when they saw their beloved Cure once more in the 
pulpit. 

The following extracts are from a letter written im- 
mediately after the recommencement of his ministerial 
duties : — ' . . . We hoped to visit M. le Cure, but 
we were obliged to content ourselves with a passing 
salutation, which he uttered with a very feeble voice, 
fatigued as he was by long services in the church, 
where he has officiated every day since Monday. . . 
I fear that he abuses a little his returning strength. 
It would be superfluous to enlarge upon the joy, the 
happiness, of all his flock at seeing him once more 
restored to their love. . . . Many pious souls 
passed the whole night from Friday till Saturday in 
thanksgivings. ... On Saturday, at three o'clock 
in the morning, the holy Cure, assisted by his venerable 
confessor, celebrated the mass in the Virgin's ChapeL 
I wllh that you and all I love could have been present 
at that moment. If I were to live a thousand years, I 
should never cease to have before me the image of that 
holy man ; his face so marked by earthly suffering, yet 
so illuminated by heavenly joy — renewing the Sacrifice 
of a life which he has received again, not only with 
resignation, but with gratitude. He prayed, indeed, 
much and earnestly for his own recovery. He was 
under the imprassion that the number of his days were 
not accomplished, and — what shall I say? — the thought 
of God's judgments filled him with terror.' . . . 

It appears that during this illness there were time > 
when Vianney shrank from the thought of death, witf 
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a sentiment of dread and apprehension. * No, no, my 
Grod I ' he cried, * no, not yet. I am not ready to appear 
hefore Thy awful judgment-seat.' 

In the midst of the jo^ of the people of Ars at the 
restoration of their Cure, new alarms took possession of 
their minds. 

* We have great fears,' wrote one of his friends, * that 
our holy Cure will escape us. We cannot conceal from 
ourselves the fact that he believes his long day's work 
finished, and that we may yet have to deplore the loss 
of him who has just been restored to us from the arms 
of death. He prayed for life, but it was on his own 
account that he did so, in order that in silence and 
solitude he might prepare for his last end. Life has 
been granted to him, and he thinks that with his cure. 
Heaven has given his liberty also. 

' His kind heart has been deeply touched by the love 
of his parishioners . . . but this may even increase 
his desire to depart, in order to withdraw from the 
enjoyment of an affection which he may regard as too 
earthly a sentiment. . . . We do not know, but 
what we fear, and the thought which fills the parish 
with alarm is, that he is about to leave us.' 

On June 6th : 

* ... I have just heard the first short discourse 
of our Cure : " Suffer little children to come unto Me," 
said the Saviour. It was they who His venerable fol- 
lower called around him, on recommencing the course 
of his mission of love and zeal. Seated in the midst of 
this innocent and infantine congregation, he raised his 
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voice, still feeble and trembling, but more penetrated 
with holy unction than before his late suflFerings. • . . 

*It was a discourse which I would not have ex- 
changed for the finest, address of our most celebrated 
orators. . . . 

* In a word, he is again our Cure. In the depths of 
his charity he has again bent his head under the burden 
of his apostolic mission, endeavouring to persuade him- 
self that the renunciation of his own will will supply 
that preparation for death for which he implored rest 
and liberty.' 

'Since the age of eleven years,' said he, 'I have 
entreated of God permission to live in solitude ; these 
prayers have never been granted.' 
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CHAPTER V. 



M. viannet's first flight. 



Bishop Detie, taking into consideration the excessive 
fatigues to which Vianney had so nearly fallen a victim, 
determined "that he should no longer be left to bear 
alone a burden too heavy for any human strength to 
sustain. 

The Abbe Raymond, Cure of Savigneux, had re- 
peatedly offered himself to his bishop, and expressed 
his earnest desire to be associated with Vianney in his 
ministry; and the Lord Bishop hoped that, by now 
accepting this offer, and placing with him a priest to 
whom he was personally attached, he should induce 
him to renounce all thoughts of retiring from Ars. 
This circumstance, however, had just the contrAry 
effect. The Cur6, seeing by his side a young and 
zealous priest, and one whom he esteemed far more 
worthy than himself, thought that he might now in- 
dulge the desire of his heart, and retire to some un- 
known solitude for the remainder of his days. 

Of all the penchants of M. Vianney, the most decided, 
the most persistent, and, in his vocation, perhaps, the 
most extraordinary, was his yearning for solitude. It 

N 
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is difficult altogether to account for this strong bias in 
his character ; but it appears to have proceeded, in a 
great measure, from his deep humility. He was con- 
stantly a prey to the painful conviction that when he 
tried to do good he only did evil; that he was too 
ignorant to do anything or to say anything that could 
edify ; that he was a useless burden to the phurch ; in 
fact, that the parish in losing him would lose nothing, 
and once more he determined to make his escape. 

The following letter on this subject is dated Septem- 
ber 13 : * Our holy Cure has left us, to go whither no 
one knows ; but what we know only too well is, that he 
has probably departed to return no more. He has left 
a letter for M. des Grarets, containing these words: 
" My much esteemed friend, — I have resolved to pass 
a little time with my brother, in order that this great 
concourse of people may diminish a little. ... I wish 
you a thousand blessings, spiritual and temporal, for 
all your charity and goodness to me. You will always 
have a place in my grateful remembrance. Receive 
the best wishes of my heart, and present my affectionate 
homage to your venerable father." ' 

With respect to this mysterious departure, Catherine 
relates that Vianney, no longer able to withstand the 
desire so often combated, yet so long cherished, of 
escaping to some remote solitude, where he could pre- 
pare by penitential exercises for the hour of death, 
determined to leave Ars secretly in the night: that he 
was discovered as he left the presbytery by a back 
door ! . . . that every effort was made by his discon- 
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solate people to arrest his flight, but all in vain. A 
letter, dated September 16, completes this relation. 
* I informed you of the flight of our holy Cure, the day 
upon which it took place. We have since lost the hope 
which we were then permitted to entertain. We have 
too good reason to fear that he will not again be 
restored to us. The poor saint hopes to escape from 
the concourse of people by whom he was incessantly 
surrounded, and from the kind of celebrity by which 
he was pursued. His humility prevents him from 
seeing that he will be equally sought after wherever 
he is, and in whatsoever place he may choose for his 
retreat. There is no solitude for him excepting in La 
Trappe or at the Grand Chartreuse. In spite, however, 
of the internal voice which allures him to one of these 
solitudes, it is believed that he will resist, from the fear 
of offending his bishop.' . . . 

When M. des Grarets heard of the departure of his 
beloved friend and Cure, he immediately set off in quest 
of him, hoping by prayers and entreaties to move him 
from his suspected purpose of returning no more to 
Ars. After a long and fatiguing journey, he only 
reached Dardilly to learn that the Cure had just left* 
his brother's house, without stating whither he was 
going, or how long he would be absent. 

The poor mayor was obliged to content himself with 
writing to Vianney, and he left the following letter to 
be delivered to him on his return to Dardilly. 

* I need not tell you, my dear Cure, of the grief I 
sustained at not finding you here. I wished by all 
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means to see you, and to assure you of the efforts that 
shall be made to put a stop to the abuses of which you 
complain, if we have the happiness of keeping you at 
Ars. Crod has refused me this favour, and I must 
submit ; but I would earnestly entreat of you, my dear 
Cure, to take no step till I have had an opportunity of 
speaking with you. I will return here in a few day& 
. . . Decide nothing yet; no one knows better than I 
do how much you need rest. Stay with your brother 
as long as is necessary, but do not forget your poor 
parish of Ars. Think of all the pious souls there whom 
you have been leading on their heavenly way. Think 
of all those who were a great way off, but whom you 
have brought near. Think of your Providence, of 
which you are the stay and support, and which could 
not exist without you. Finally, think of that religion 
which God has called you to honour and to glorify. 
Whatever may be the will of Grod, do not forget me, 
my dear Cure, in your prayers. Do not forget my 
family. ... Do not forget your disconsolate flock who, 
deprived of their pastor, address to Heaven their fer- 
vent prayers for his restoration amongst them.' 

In the meantime, the poor people of Ars continued 
their inquiries in vain. They were under the impression 
that Vianney had left Dardilly; but whither he had 
gone they could not discover. We have before us many 
letters, written by different members of his flock i 
this time, all expressing the same heartfelt grief, an 
all evincing one common sentiment of devoted love an 
veneration for their lost Cure^ 
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As one proof of this general feeling, we cite a few 
lines which were written to Vianney by the innkeeper 
of the village, who, perhaps, feared that he might, by 
the nature of his occupation, have given offence to the 
Cure. 

* Sir, — I hasten to implore of you not to abandon us. 
I have always assured you, and I now do so again, from 
the bottom of my heart, that if there is anything in the 
management of my house which you do not approve, I 
am ready to submit entirely to your will/ 

Vianney also received a letter from the faithful 
Catherine. Perhaps no one suffered more than she 
from this painful separation. Nevertheless, she asked 
nothing of the Lord, but that His holy will might be 
accomplished. She informed M. le Cure, *that there 
still remained fifteen little ones' at the Providence: 
she conjured him to take care of his health ; and lastly, 
she communicated to him the steps which the Abbe 
Saymond had taken, in concert with the Bishop, for 
the maintenance of order and regularity in the parish. 

The Cure of Savigneux had gone to Belley for the 
purpose of seeking an interview with the Lord Bishop. 
He returned with two letters; one of which was ad- 
dressed to M. des Grarets, and was couched in the 
following terms : 

* At the moment that I received the letter of your 
holy Cure, that which you did me the honour to address 
to me was also placed in my hands. I have delivered 
to M. Eaymond my two replies. To the good Cure I 
say that it is my desire he remains at Ars, and, not- 
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withstanding the motives which he believes he has for 
going elsewhere, I hope he will submit to my judgment. 
Nevertheless, in order not to oppose his wishes too 
much, I point out to him two posts, to either of which 

I could promote him It was in this manner 

that I succeeded some years since in turning him from 
his intentions of leaving Ars. 

*I expect to obtain the same result in the present 
instance ; and I hope that your entreaties, with those of 
your fellow-parishioners and of the neighbouring priests, 
will combine to fix him amongst you. In any case, 
however, he understands that I never will permit him 
to leave the diocese of Belley. .... I should lose a 
treasure.' .... 

On the 19th of September, they were still uncertain 
in the village of Ars as to the destination of the fugitive ; 
one of the parishioners writes : * M. the Cure is in a 
parish near Dardilly; they keep as secret as possible 
the place of his retreat, in order that he may not be 
tormented. At Dardilly he had as many strangers 
around him as at Ars. We fluctuate between hope and 

fear On Sunday last the Canon des Garets 

officiated ; he delivered a beautiful discourse upon the 
virtues of M. the Cure. You can form no idea of the 
desolate appearance of our little church ; after having 
been day and night full of pilgrims, it is now deserted. 
I went in yesterday ; there was no one there but Mdlle. 
Piquant and an old woman. The parish is all silence 
and stillness since the departure of the Cure and the 
cessation of the pilgrimage,' 
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The next time we bear of Yianney, he is again at 
Dardilly, where, in spite of every eflTort made to secure 
his tranquillity, the influx of people was as great as 
ever, and he was constrained to obtain permission of 
the Archbishop to hear those confessions which had 
been commenced at Ars. 

Francois Vianney continued to follow the same 
humble occupation that he had pursued in his boyhood. 
All his household were still employed during the day 
in the labours of the fields ; only a young step-daughter, 
upon whom devolved the care of the menage^ remained 
at home. 

Whilst the Cure was in the paternal house, he sat 
down to dinner with his family, though it appears that 
he could seldom be induced to eat. He made amends, 
however, for this by talking much. On one of these 
occasions, turning to Madame FayoUe, of Ecully, he 
said, *My cousin, when you endeavour to assist the 
dying, to prepare and strengthen them to appear before 
Grod, never cease to speak to them as long as one spark 
of life remains. In my late illness, when all had given 
me over, my friends would not say anything more to 
me, because they believed my last hour had arrived. 
At that moment I heard the physician say, " He has 
only a few moments to live." Hearing these words, I 
said to myself, "In a few moments thou wilt stand 
before God ; thou wilt appear with thy hands empty!" 
Then, remembering the numbers that had come from 

tfar to my confessional, I prayed to the Lord that if I 
ould be of any further use in the world, He would not 
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from their knees they were surprised to find the church 
neaxly filled with worshippers, to whom Vianney, at the 
solicitation of M. fiaymond, made an address. It is 
stated, that though his voice was at this time so 
weak that he could hardly be heard in conversation, he 
preached with remarkable power. At a later hour, the 
two -travellers stopped for the night at a presbytery, 
some distance from Beaumont. 

The following morning, after they had finished the 
devotional exercises in which they had together been 
engaged, Vianney turned round, and said in a resolute 
tone to his friend, ' Let us return to Ars.' It is need- 
less to say how eagerly this decision was responded 
to. Vianney's sudden inspiration on this occasion was 
ascribed to Our Lady of Beaumont, to whom the in- 
habitants of Ars ever afterwards rendered their grateful 
homage. 

A carriage was soon ready, and the journey com- 
menced. On reaching Savigneux, while the Cure 
recruited his failing strength, the Abbe Baymond sent 
off a domestic to announce to the inhabitants of Ars 
that their beloved pastor was about to be restored to 
them. In a moment the whole population was on the 
alert, and in a state of inexpressible joy and excitement. 

They assembled in crowds ; they came — they went — • 
they interrogated each other, * What is it ? ' * It is 
M. the Cure.' These words reverberated through 
the hamlet. The workmen forsook their work; the 
threshers of corn threw aside their flails ; the women 
left their houses. Sentries were placed along the road. 
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in order to announce from afar the arrival of the ' holy 
rnan.^ At length a great cry was heard, * Voila le 
saint !^ The whole parish pressed forward to meet 
him. With tears of joy and gratitude, they threw 
themselves on their knees before him. Some kissed 
his feet ; others sought to touch his cassock. 

As soon as he coidd extricate himself from the enthu- 
siastic crowd by which he was encircled, the Cure d'Ars 
entered the church, and his devoted people were once 
more united with their beloved pastor in one common 
sentiment of praise, gratitude, and adoration* 
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CHAPTER VI. 

OBJECTIONS MADE TO THE ESTABLISHMENT OF THE PROVIDENCE, 
AND THE CIRCUMSTANCES WHICH LED TO ITS FALL. 

A VERT short time after Vianney's return to his parish, 
he had to endure the pain of seeing that institution, 
in which he had so delighted, and which had hitherto 
flourished beyond his highest hopes, exposed to much 
blame and censure. In spite of the happy results which 
it had already accomplished, it was now objected that 
the enterprise was novel — ^the establishment was poor — 
its aspect strange — its organisation defective. At first 
the Cure d'Ars was little moved by these complaints ; 
indeed, he rather appeared to regard them as a sign of 
Grod's favour, and of the future prosperity of his work. 
' The main thing,' said he, * is to know that what we do 
is right ; after that we must let the world say what it 
will, and, using the necessary prudence, quietly continue 
our course.' 

But the time was now approaching when poor 
Vianney could no longer treat with indifference the 
prejudices excited against his humble asylum ; but 
when they threatened to eflfect its CDtire transformation, 
this was perhaps the hardest trial in the life of the Cure 
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d'Ars. There was, perl^aps, nothing which could have 
affected him more profoundly than the abandonment 
of a work which each day inspired him with a new 
zeal, at the same time that it supplied an agreeable 
diversion from his more severe and arduous labours, as 
well as a never-failing source of hope and comfort in 
his hours of weariness and despondency. The cries, 
however, against the poverty, the misrule, and the dis- 
order of this establishment, were each day more widely 
spread and more generally credited. These reproaches, 
which were circulated by the Inspectors of the Univer- 
sity, and supported by the Civil Administration, were 
re-echoed by the public. Some of the inhabitants also 
contributed, by a sentiment of vanity and foolish pride, 
to discredit the work of the Cure. They were offended 
to think of their children receiving instruction in a 
house where the poor and the destitute enjoyed the 
same advantages. These and many other circum- 
stances appeared to involve the necessity of a change. 
Poor Catherine writes : * The Devil, jealous of the good 
which has been done in the Providence, is trying his 
utmost to render the efforts of the holv man useless. 
Outside there are calumnies without end; the elder 
girls especially provoke the malicious and wicked re- 
marks of the public. " Is it not a shame," say they, 
" to see those girls, who might be gaining a livelihood, 
occupied from morning tiU night muttering prayers ? " 
This is not true; prayer is their recreation. Would 
they then prefer to see them leading the sad and 
idle lives from which they have been- rescued ? It is 
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true that there have been some whose conversion was 
not sincere, and who did not continue to set a good 
example, but the number has been very small. 

' This is not all ; many persons of mark, and even 
ecclesiastics, are of opinion that this establishment has 
become too numerous — that it should no longer be 
directed by secular persons, whose work would die with 
them, but by a religious society who will not die, but 
who will perpetuate the good work,' 

* It is also objected that the women who are charged 
with the classes are themselves too uninstruct^d. In a 
certain measure this is true ; but in order to bring up 
poor children for cooks, for domestics, for a life of 
industry, is it necessary to know so much ? is it not 
sufficient to teach them to read, to write, and to work ? ' 

Vianney, deeply grieved by the complaints now 
utterecl on all sides, began to fear that the strong pre- 
judice which existed against his work might prove an 
obstacle to its prosperity ; and that, by seeking to 
preserve it in its primitive form, he might not be enter- 
ing into the designs of God. These reflections, though 
not without a long and painful struggle, at length 
determined him, with the consent of the diocesan 
authority, to give up the direction of his Providence 
into the hands of the Sisters of Saint Joseph. In the 
month of November, 1847, the Grand Vicar of the 
diocese and the Superior-General of the Sisters of 
Saint Joseph, who had been sent to Ars, prepared and 
passed an act, by which M. Vianney ceded to the con- 
gregation of that Society his house and his chapel. 
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len these things took place,' adds Catherine, 
iiapel of the Providence was not finished. M. the 
atended it for the celebration of the mass. He 
forward to retiring himself to the apartments 
they were constructing by the side of it. God's 
done I It ia He who has so ordered it; doubt- 
order to detach His servant more from the satis- 
that he would have enjoyed even in doing good.' 
1 were the circumstances which induced theCur4 
X) consent to the conversion of his Providence 
house of gratuitous education. 
Btated that it cost him much to make the sacri- 
ad that he yielded only at the last extremity, 
ttis own reflections and the counsels of those ' 
opinions he felt bound to respect, brought him 
conviction that this change was necessary. 
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BOOK IV. 

CHAPTEE I. 

ORIGIN OF THE PILGRIMAGE. — INCREASING REPUTATION OF 

VIANNEY, ETC., ETC. 

In the meantime, the fame of Vianney — in spite of the 
opposition which had been raised against his darling 
institution — continued rapidly to increase^ and each 
day brought crowds of new admirers around him. Not 
only was the little village of Ars the resort of pilgrims 
from the most distant provinces of France, but, from 
some of the most remote countries of Europe. * Before 
I had been to Ars and seen the good father^ writes a 
man of the people, * I could hardly believe what is re- 
lated in the lives of the saints. Many things appeared 
to me impossible; but now I believe all, because I 
have seen with my own eyes all, and more than all, 
that is there recorded.* 

It was between the years 1825 and 1830 that the 
pilgrimage to Ars increased to that marvellous extent, 
that it came to be considered one of the wonders of the 
age. Many miraculous cures, said to have been effected 
before the relics of Saint Philomdne, contributed also 
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little to augment the moving population that 
:d around this hitherto remote and silent district. 
f, too, were induced by their curiosity to under- 

loug and fatiguing journey, in order to con- 
& for themselvea the ascetic features of the Cure 
ivbo was everywhere spoken of as a model of 
ce and self- mortification. A pilgrim writes 
tiis time : ' There was that in the person of the 
Ars which so absorbed and captivated the atten- 

all who approached him, that the very necea- 
f life were forgotten in his presence. Badly fed, 
>dged, rising before daylight, pressed, elbowed, 
1, the people braved cold, hunger, thirst, fatigue, 
n of sleep, in fact, everything, only to hear a 
ds &om the lips of this holy man. They would 
e done so much for a king.' 
concourse of people at Ara was often so great, 
jecame impossible to provide all with even the 
lorest accommodation. In a chamber of only 
ards square, eight and even ten persons have 
lOwn to take shelter at a time, 
ummer'a day, in 1832, a company of nuns visited 
ese poor sisters could nowhere find a refuge; 
ouae was full of pilgrims, and it was not till 
in o'clock at night, that a poor man, from pure 

gave up to them his only room, where they im- 
I a dormitory with chairs and mattresses as they 
Id, At length the necessity of the case brought 
remedy ; the inhabitants of Ars, in order to pro- 

the more urgent requirements of the strangers, 
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now began to construct larger and more commodious 
houses. The greater number of the buildings which 
surround the church date from this period : a regular 
service of public carriages, having their offices at Lyons 
and Ars, were established in 1835; at the same time 
new roads were opened. 

These improvements, together with the establishment 
of steamboats, and the consequent facility of navigating 
the Saone, opened to travellers such easy means of 
transport, as also added greatly to the importance of 
the pilgrimage. Every year more than twenty thou- 
sand persons now entered this obscure village. 

The Cure d'Ars, the centre and object of all this 
movement, was riveted to his post; from the year 
1835 he was obliged»to deny himself even one day's 
respite from his arduous and unceasing labours. That 
year he was commanded by Bishop Devie to return from 
the pastoral retreat, and formally forbidden ever again 
to appear there. ' You need no retreats,' said he, * and 
souls have need of you.' 

We have many letters before us, written by pilgrims 
in diflferent ranks of life, all expressing the same pro- 
found love and admiration for the Cure d'Ars; the 
same eager desire to obtain a word, a look, or a blessing 
from him. We quote only a few passages from these 
communications, fearing to make our narrative tedious 
to the English reader. 

A missionary, who was sent to assist M. Vianney in 
his labours, wrote to an ImbitvA of the pilgrimage of 
Ars as follows : ' To tell you that persons come here of 
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9, sufferers of all kinds, b 

yoii what you have yours 
le holy Cure, his esistenc' 
uly becomes more and mo 

the most iccredulous to 
f God is here 1 " ' 
Bon, who had made frequei 
> finished by eata.blishiii| 
wrote to a friend : ' I hi 
ider the direction of the g 
ding the severe weather, 
om the most remote dist 
nnes, from the most dista 
)uring the recent vacatio 
luns, monks of every cos! 
I every quarter of the wor 
Qissionaries did not come 
They were preceded by 

for ten years the fellow-h 
! the year 1843, M. Viani 
i wants of the multitudes ' 
le had no one to help 
or to take note of the cir 
it Ars. 

ing to the year 1848, the . 
ts a remarkable period ; 1 
ir a long time suspended 
, produced at length the i 
rinciples which had inaug 

The terrible problems whi 
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been laid aside, again rose up in men's minds. It was 
the period of extreme consequences. The incredulous 
France of 1830, terrified at the results of a catastrophe 
which she had herself prepared, instinctively turned 
again towards the Church, and demanded of her the 
protection of her doctrines, the safeguard of her in- 
fluences. 

' Ars had a large share in this momentary triumph of 
religion : the charity of God's servant there, his wisdom 
and his prayers, were the shield and the refuge of many 
troubled spirits. In the darkest days of this unhappy 
epoch, they turned to him as to a lighthouse in the 
tempest Eminent individuals, fresh from the debates 
which were then agitating the destinies of France, were 
to be seen pressing round this little country Cure. One 
of the first magistrates of the Eepublic, whose name is 
connected with the most important judiciary episode 
of that epoch, came to Ars, made a retreat there, and 
did not leave qu'apria avoir accompli toua lea actes de 
la vie chritieuTie.^ 

It has been calculated that, by the omnibuses alone, 
which brought the village into communication with the 
Saone and the station of Villefranche, more than 80,000 
pilgrims arrived at Ars in one ordinary year. 

These crowds of strangers from distant provinces and 

various climes were composed of all ranks and classes ; the 

high and the lowly, the poor and the rich, were banded 

together in one common brotherhood ; some soliciting 

alms, others bringing their offerings, and all imploring 

the cure of their bodily and spiritual diseases. The 

o2 
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lame, the blind, the deaf, au 
lunacy, and from every species 1 
here congregated tc^ther ; man 
on foot distances of a hundre* 
leagues, supported by the most 1 

Thus the Cur4 d'Ars saw passii 
day, and all day long, an intern 
woes, represented by an infinite v 
as by an infinite variety of indii 
evidence of having sprung ftor 
His heart was often wrung by ti 
he was continually called upon 
should come to Ars,' said he, w< 
sin is, and to judge of the evil w 
upon his poor family. One kna 
can only weep and pray.' 

At however early an hour in 
entered his church, be always 
pilgrims awaiting him ; many j: 
porch, in order the better to seci 

M. Vianney exercised, indee( 
influence over the minds of thos 
that many who bad come to Ai 
mours of the prodigies said to h 
found themselves, as it were, riv< 
imdefinable charm ; even the m( 
ledged the same spell ; and the 
led to this village by chance or 
equally with the devout pilgrio: 
thither by hope and love. 
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The Abbe Monnin writes: *Av, imlievL m&me du 
rtwuvement qu^y entretenait Varrivie quotidienne de 
douze voitures pyhUques, il y avait dans Vaimospfiire 
de ce petit viMage qudque chose d^i/neayprimable. . . . 
Rien n^y reasefmblait a ce qu'on voit aiUeurs. Lea 
figures y etaient reposeeSj les conversations sSrieuses, 
Vanirruition mhne qui rSgnait n^excluait pas le re- 
cueiMement On n^itait plus en France et au dix- 
neuvieme si^de, on pouvait se croire en plein moyen 
age, dans un de ces grands dottres au seuil desquels 
lea bruits de la terre finissent.^ 
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CHAPTER II. 



1 



: Lachoix, professor of literature at Nancy, 
trs in the summer of 1857, when he had, for 
ime, the opportunity of becoming acquainted 
'ianney, and with the daily courae of his life 
try. 

lately on his return to Lyons, and on the 
F the same day that he had left Ara, he wrote 
iug record of all that had pasaed under his 
. As M. Lacroix is represented as a man of 
icter, and as having been an honour to the 
of which he was a member, we give bis letter 
detail, thinking that it may furnish to the 
fair example of the effect produced upon 
tkis class by the remarkable man wbo is the 
it. 

ears ago,' writes M. Lacrois, ' I determined to 
a part of my vacation to visiting Rome. , . . 
i previous to my departure from Paris, I met 
friends, a theologian, and a sincere and en~ 
Christian, well known as the author of many 
irticles which have appeared in our periodical 
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reviews. I told him of my project, which he highly 
commended ; but, exclaimed he, " Since you are about 
to make a pilgrimage, make one at the beginning as 
well as at the end of your journey. Go and see the 
Cure d'Ars ; that will not delay you much, and you will 
find in him what you may seek in vain elsewhere. You 
study and teach history," continued he, " seek then to 
comprehend and to seize the secret of it. Go to Ars, and 
you will understand how Christianity was established, 
how nations were converted, and how Christian civilisa- 
tion was founded. There is a man there who possesses 
the creative influence of the saints of the past, who 
makes Christians like the Apostles, and in whom is re- 
produced all the marvels which w% have hitherto only 
met with in books. 

^ " Go then to Ars. In quality of historian, you must 
not neglect such a study ; but lose no time, for the life 
of the Cure d'Ars draws towards its close." My friend 
was right Moreover, he spoke of what he had him- 
self seen, and in a manner to excite my curiosity. I re- 
solved to follow his advice ; and consequently, instead 
of going direct to Lyons, I stopped at Villefranche. A 
violent tempest, which occurred immediately on my 
arrival at this place, forced me at once to take refuge in 
the office for the coaches which pass between Ville- 
franche and Ars. At the appointed hour we started. 
Seeing the rain continued to fall heavily, "Good!" 
said I, " there will not be so many pressing round the 
Cur6. I shall be deprived of the spectacle of the eager 
multitude, but I shall the sooner be able to approach 
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him, and can take my departure witt 
the midst of these reflections, we arrii 
ommbua stopped at a good inn, whs 
treated, and not overcharged. I was t< 
had forbidden this too-general practice 
obeyed. Knowing how diflicult it is 
charges of the proprietors of such eat 
especially in places resorted to by pilg 
lers. I "was struck with this proof, one 
empire exercised by this holy man o' 
his people. 

' My first thought, on arriving at A 
to the church, where I was informed 1 
Cure. It never occurred to me tha 
other way of approaching Ars but by 
■which I and a few others had travel] 
imagined that we were the only visit 
simplicity, I believed that the Cure wi 
ing us. What, then, was my surprise 
ing the church, I found that it was 
shippers : the women in the nave, t 
closely together in and around the cho 
attitude of profound devotion. Nev* 
chamber of minister or sovereign prese 
with the same majesty ; and though I 
the church absorbed by a curiosity whi 
for a moment excluded a due reveren 
instant all the dignity of this bumble 
Sovereign King of heaven and earth, 
ever, searched in vain for the Cur€, 
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the door of the sacristy, and informed me that he was 
there confessing the men, each in his turn ; those with 
whom he was then engaged had arrived the day before. 
As it was then five o'clock in the evening, there was 
evidently no hope of my seeing the Cure d'Ars that 
night, I being at the furthest extremity, and forming 
the last ring of a long chain, which commenced at the 
door of the sacristy. However, I did not complain ; I 
was fascinated by the spectacle before me, and I es- 
teemed myself fortunate in having this opportunity of 
observing how the Cure d'Ars terminated his day; 
whilst I proposed to myself to return to the church early 
in the morning, in order to see how he commenced it. 

* In the meantime, the Abb6 Vianney still remained 
invisible, and the door of the saci-isty continued to 
open and shut upon the penitents who succeeded each 
other at the tribunal of the holy priest. I watched 
their countenances : thoughtful, anxious, absorbed, on 
entering ; whilst, on coming out, they appeared calm, 
joyous, radiant. One of them, a young workman, as 
he passed by me, suddenly stopped, and, striking his 
forehead, exclaimed to himself, "Ah! Toon Dieul I 
have still something to say to him ! " and he went and 
placed himself at the furthest extremity of the file, in 
order that, in a day or two, his turn might again come 
round. 

*It was now eight o'clock — the hour of evening 
prayer ; they told me that the villagers never failed to 
attend, for the holy example of their Cur^ had brought 
them to the practice of all their religious duties. 
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'At this moment M. Vianney 
sacristy, and ascended the pulpit, 
once riveted my attention, and I h 
thing else. His whole exterior b< 
extraordinary virtue and holiness, v 
face and person attested to the s 
effects of the severe mortification 
He was dressed in his surplice, wh 
and his frc^le and bending form, 
appeared grand and majestic. . 
abundant hair fell upon his shou 
his face, as it were, with a kind of \ 
as he was in the pulpit all the congi 
and he said the evening prayer, bu 
that only a few indistinct sounds re; 
evident exhaustion only rendered i 
indefatigable assiduity, both in the 
confessional, where he sometimes i 
and nights together, 

' When the prayer was said, he d 
crossed the church, went out by a 
turned to his house, blessing, as I 
people who, on their knees, hedged 
side. 

' I was now fully convinced of tl 
Cure d'Ars exercised over his fetlov 
myself. The object of my visit to 
might have left without further del 
me my evidence to this effect ; but 
to depart before I had spoken wit 
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and had received bis blessing. I inquired what steps I 
should take in order to secure the attainment of my 
^wish, and a man whom I took for the sexton informed 
rae that by coming at four o'clock in the morning I 
could see M. Vianney, and leave Ars the same day. 
Accordingly, the next morning, September 14, 1857, 
eager to follow these instructions, I hastened to the 
church at four o'clock. I expected to be the first there, 
but a still greater surprise awaited me than that which 
I had experienced the night before ; and, to my great 
disappointment, I could only obtain a place a con- 
siderable way from that blessed door which gave access 
to the Cure d'Ars, and which I saw myself, like Moses 
in view of Canaan, destined to behold from afar without 
being able to approach it. ** How long have you been 
here ? " asked I of the neighbours whom chance had 
given me. " Since two o'clock this morning." " And 
when did M. le Cure come ? " "At midnight." " Where 
is he, and how is he now engaged ? " *' He is at the 
confessional behind the choir ; he is now confessing the 
women ; this is his usual occupation on Friday morn- 
ing; he does not confess the men till after mass." 
** What, then, are all those doing whom I see there ? " 
** They keep their place, in order to pass on in their 
turn." " When did they come ?" " They were waiting 
at the porch when the Cure came at midnight, and 
when the doors were opened they took their places." 

* All this surpassed what I had seen and heard the 
day before. I was stupefied ; I knew well that men are 
capable of an immense endurance where their interest 
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r pleasure is concerned; but what I did not 
rhat I had never seen, was, that a man could be 
lisposed to make the same sacrifice of his time 
rest for purely spiritual beneiits. This spectacle, 
to me, and which seemed like one of the scenes 
^pelj deeply afiected me. I abandoned myself, 
le day before, to the happiness of praying and 
:ing in the spiritual atmosphere which this great 

of Crod shed around him. Nevertheless, I was 
y well pleased with the sexton, who should have 

me that it was necessary to pass the night at 
)r of the church. I eyed him askance as he 
ad went, providing places for all, calming the 
;nt, and keeping order everywhere. Struck with 
et serenity and propriety of bis manner, I made 
iquiries about him, and I was informed that this 
led sexton was a gentleman of birth and position, 
ired and converted by the Cur^, had devoted 
', from motives of piety and gratitude, to the 
B and thankless office, the duties of which he bo 
y fulfilled. 

was of great assistance to the Cure, maintaining^ 
nd taking the supervision of the church while 
fessed ; and this was no small labour with a 
vho often confessed for twenty hours in the four- 
enty. 

iix o'clock the Vicar performed the mass, whilst . 
ir6 confessed the women. At length, after a 
which bad lasted since midnight, he came out 

confessional with the calm and tranquil air 
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which is peculiar to him^ and entered into the vestry, 
in order to prepare for his mass. 

' In the meantime I — unceasingly occupied with the 
desire to speak with him for an instant, to ask his 
blessing, and to take my departure the same day — 
managed with considerable diflBculty to glide into the 
vestry at the moment that the door was opened for the 
Vicar. 

'"Stand there," said his sexton; **when the Cure 
arrives, he will perhaps consent to hear you before he 
approfiiches the altar." I followed this advice, but 
without success. The Cure d'Ars, who could at a 
glance judge of the spiritual condition of those around 
him, did not think proper to interrupt his usual course 
in order to satisfy my impatience. 

* All that I gained by this attempt was to have a near 
view of him, to feel the sweet and yet piercing glance 
of his eye fixed for a moment upon me, and to be pre- 
sent while he invested himself with the sacerdotal orna- 
ments for the celebration of the mass. 

* I was struck anew, while he changed his dress, with 
the extreme attenuation of that poor mortified frame, 
which rather resembled a shadow than a human body. 
This, however, did not prevent a singular vivacity in 
every movement and the most decisive energy in every 
gesture. I followed him to the altar of Saint Philom^ne. 
It is at this altar that he has obtained the accomplish- 
ment of numerous miracles. 

* When the mass was over, I thought that the Cvlt6 
d'Ars would then be approachable ; it was the moment 
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t be had assigned to me ; but I bad been distanced 
Q bim by the crowds which were leaving the church, 

I waa again obliged to content myself with the 
t of observer, and with watching the continuation of 

proceedings of tbe morning. The Cure now agmn 
Le forth from the vestry, attired only in his simple 
jlice, and reappeared upon the steps of the choir; 
titudes of pilgrims pressed towards him, bringing 
lals and chaplets to be blessed. Many presented to 

young children and infanta, in order that he might 
his hands upon them. When all were satisBed, be 
ired a little chapel at the right hand side of tbe 
rch, where he received, one after another, several 
Bs who had come to consult bim. At the end of 
it an hour, he again appeared in the choir, and the 
fession of the men immediately commenced. I was 
unable to approach bim ; each time that I attempted 
was again separated from him by the crowd, and I 
on the point of yielding to a feeling of impatience, 
s moment's reflection waa sufficient to overcome 

movement. What, I asked myself, if this holy 
I can devote his whole time to administering to tbe 
ts of others, am not I able to spare a little of mine 
rder to secure an interview with him ? 
[t was now nearly nine o'clock in the morning, the 
■ of tbe sacristy — again inaccessible to me — recom- 
ced opening and shutting as on the preceding day. 
ry one again took his place, and one after another, 
igular succession, were permitted to pass in. There 
• some exceptions to this rule : many cunning ^d 
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obstinate ladies succeeded in gliding to the door of the 
vestry, and even in passing through, in spite of every 
obstacle; this justly excited much irritation. Some- 
times the Cure himself designated the person next to 
be admitted, but no one thought of complaining of 
these preferences. 

* From time to time were seen, gathered round the 
altar, those who had been reconciled to Grod by con- 
fession, and to whom the Vicar administered the holy 
communion, 

* This sublime di*ama had lasted ten hours, during 
which time M. Vianney had never allowed himself one 
instant's repose, and yet he continued indefatigable; 
whilst I, who had come four hours later, and had been 
a mere spectator, was utterly exhausted with fatigue, 
and begun to think of a retreat. Before yielding the 
point, however, I was determined to make one more 
assault upon the door of the inaccessible vestry, and, 
with the help of the amiable auxiliary of the Saint, I 
contrived so to place myself, that, when he opened it, 
he saw me straight before him. He appeared to recog- 
nise me, and allowed me to pass. ^ 

*We both remained standing; and, not willing to 
occupy many moments of the precious time of such a 
mUn, I briefly proposed one or two questions, which I had 
prepared beforehand. To these questions he replied 
at once, decidedly, and without a moment's hesitation, 
but at the same time without any haste. 

' I hardly know whether I was most struck by the 
exceeding wisdom, • as well as piety, evinced by his 
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replies^ or by the calmness and presence of mind which 
thev manifested under such circumstances. Since mid- 
night he had never ceased to be besieged as hie was at 
that moment. There' was then a man kneeling before 
the confessional awaiting his turn. Dense masses of 
people without were pressing up towards the door like 
the waves of the rising tide, and still the holy priest 
continued his incessant labour, without impatience, 
without apparent fatigue, his heart always open, his mind 
ever prompt, his fragile person in constant activity. 

* He had replied to my questions in as short a time 
as I had taken to make them. When he had finished, 
'* One question more, my father," said I. *^ I am about 
to kneel at the tomb of the Apostles at Bome. Give 
me your blessing, that it may accompany me during 
my pilgrimage." At the mention of Eome, a bright 
smile passed over the emaciated countenance of M. 
Vianney. '' Ah, you are going to Eome," said he. 
** Bemember me in your prayers at the confessional of 
the Holy Apostles." * I then bent my head, and he 
gave me his blessing. -I kissed his hand and retired. 
.... After breathing the fresh air for about half an 
hour, I returned to the church, in order to be present 
at an address which the Cut6 delivers every day before 
noon, and which they called his catechism. 

* Certainly, the eloquence of the Cure d'Ars was not 
in his speech. His voice was so weak that I could 
hardly hear him. His eloquence was in his physiog- 
nomy, his gestures, but, above all, in his life and in his 
works. 
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* It would be impossible to describe the impression 
that he made upon his audience. They were pressed 
in a dense mass around him — at his feet, upon the steps 
of the altar, on the pavement of the choir, absorbed in 
breathless attention, and with their eyes fixed upon 
him ; for to those who could not hear, it sufficed to see 
him. All was expressed in his eloquent countenance. 
When he spoke of sin, he trembled with horror. When 
he dwelt upon the oflFence done to God by transgression, 
he wept; and when he enlarged upon the subject of 
divine love, he appeared radiant with joy. 

* The hour of noon had struck, when the Cure d'Ars 
finished his discourse and returned to his presbytery; 
there to seek, by prayer and moitification, strength to 
commence again in two or three hours his life of 
sacrifice and immolation.' 
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CHAPTER IIL 

THE GENERAL VENERATIOK AND OONFIDENCE WITH WHICH 
M. VIANNET WAS BE6ARDED, AS ATTESTED BY VARIOUS 
LETTERS FROM DIFFERENT PARTS OF THE WORLD. 

The time which the Cur6 d'Ars usually allotted to 
opening and glancing over the large importation of 
letters which the daily post never failed to bring him, 
was dnring his short and simple mid-day repast. It is 
stated, that so great was his dislike to flattery, that 
when, on opening a letter, he found it commence in a 
laudatory style, he at once threw it into the fire ; and 
that, by means of this summary destruction, by far the 
greater part of a correspondence, from which much 
information might have been gathered, has perished. 
From the letters, however, which have been preserved, 
the Abbe Monnin makes a large selection. We tran- 
scribe a few extracts, which will sufficiently show the 
high estimation in which the Cure d'Ars was held by 
his Boman Catholic brethren in all countries where his 
name was known, and amongst all classes and ranks of 
men: — 

From the South of Ireland. 

' Holy and Reverend Father, — Having received th^ 
much desired answer to my letter, I hasten to send yoi 
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my little offering; would that it were a great deal 
Ifiurger, for I cannot express to you the joy that I 
experience in thinking that the prayers of a man so 
beloved of God will be united to mine for the cure of 
my sister. I have the greatest confidence that they 
will be heard.' 

From one of the most remote districts of Prussia 
M. Vianney received the following letter : — 

'Venerable Pastor, — ^^Aek and you shall receive; 
knock and it ehaU be opened unto you. Seek and ye 
ekaU Jind.^^ . . . *^ Oo into all the world.^^ .... 
** Cure the sick, strengthen the weakJ^ . ... *^ If ye 
have faith as a grain of mustard seedy ye shall remove 
mouniains.^^ It is in calling to mind these words of 
Our Blessed Saviour, that a poor mother of four young 
children solicits you with tears to interest yourself in 
her fate. I am a stranger to you, and separated from 
you by two or three hundred leagues, but I am not the 
less a child of God. Oh ! venerable father, you, who 
have received so many favours from Heaven, listen to 
the recital of my sorrows. For four years I have 
hovered between life and death; it would be hardly 

possible to describe my sufferings My voice is 

wearied with crying, ** My Ood, Thy will, not mine ; 
if it is possible, let this cup pass from me." 

* We know there exists at Ars a man raised up by 
God to help his brethren. In reading of the marvels 
which have been accompUshed there, I said to myself, 
" If I could go to Ars, and see this servant of God, I 
should be cured." .... Oh 1 you who are animated 

p2 
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irit of God, who do not live your own life, 
Fe of Our Saviour, I commend myself to you 
mble and confident heart. Pray for my cure, 
said to me, as to the woman in the Gospel, 
^d to touch only the hem of the Saviour's gar- 

in peace ; thy faith hath made thee whole." 
idat of my sufferings and anxieties, I have 
advice of my director : he commends the con- 
lat I place in you, and encourf^es me in the 

taking.' 

sband added, ' I unite with my little children 
nding to you my dear wife ; she has suffered 
t with exemplary patience. With what hapfri- 
n she is cured, we shall address to you our 
tianks. Praise be to Jesus Christ I May the 
God of peace, bless us I and may the grace of 
lur ever be with us I 

'Clement Hatzuan. 

'Jeanne Schneider.' 

if every deecription were brought before the 
if the Cur^ d'Ars. At one time he would be 
)n to pray that God would direct the conduct 
emment in times of difficulty, and when the 

1 prosperity of a whole nation were pending. 
T time, as in the foregoing instances, it would 
! griefe and domestic sorrows which were Isud 
m, and for which his aid and sympathy were 
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' I have read in holy books,' writes one, * that those 
who have faith can work miracles ; the strength of yours, 
M. le Cure, has merited for you this gift, and I come with 
joined hands to pray of you to make use of it in our 
favour, and to solicit the cure of my poor husband of 
Him who has said, " Ask, and ye shall receive,^^ ' • . . . 

* God has sent us a great trial,' writes another. 
* Since my husband returned from the Crimea, two 
years ago, his health has gradually declined. The 
remedies used have lost all their effect. In my deep 
anxiety, my only hope is in God. I submit to His 
holy will- . . . But His mercy is boundless, and I cease 
not to implore of Him to spare my beloved husband to 
his four little ones.' .... 

*I wish to obtain an interest in other and better 
prayers than my own. ... If the Lord will turn away 
from us this heavy affliction, may His name be for ever 
blessed. If He strikes us, still may His compassion 
never fail us, but preserve us for eternity.' .... 

' So many persons have brought back from their pil- 
grimage the supernatural strength necessary to endure 
this sad life, and the knowledge necessary to guide 
them safely through it, that I long for the same con- 
solation in a moment when I have so great need of 
God's help and support.' 

Generals of orders, superiors of distant communities, 
abbesses of convents — all consulted him in times of 
doubt and difficulty, and there were many who would 
take no step without his counsel. 
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A priest, who was at the head of an institution in the 
south of France, writes as follows : — 

* March 20, 1854. 

... * A person has had recourse to my advice, who 
has been for some time the victim of the most painful 
trials. She is of a nervous and melancholy temperament, 
and it is probable that Satan avails himself of the 
physical disorder which shakes her constitution, to ex- 
cite in her a state of mind which tends to the mono- 

« 

mania of suicide. This lady has a son, who promises to 
be a good priest. I come, venerable brother, in the 
name of mother and son, to appeal to your charity to 
obtain the cure of this poor widow, who is worthy of 
your compassion. I think, if you would write a few 
lines to assure her of your prayers, and to inspire her 
with the confidence that her trials will not be beyond 
her strength to bear, you would confer upon her a great 
benefit.' 

Another head of a college addressed to the Cure 
d'Ars this singular but ingenuous request : — 

* My Dear and Venerable Father, — I have a favour to 
solicit, which your inexhaustible charity will not refuse 
me : it is that you will promise me to ask Grod, when you 
are in Paradise, to place me by your side, with my 
brother, my sister, my nieces, all my relations, and all 
my pupils ; that you will make this request beforehand, 
and also pray of Him to grant us, in the meantime, the 
gifts of His grace.' 

A young man of eighteen years of age wrote to the 
Cure from London, to entreat his prayers that, if it 
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were according to the will of God, he might be relieved 
from a severe mental trial, from which he had long 
been sufifering. He writes, ' Perhaps this affliction is 
good for me, but it may be that the great Crod, who is 
rich in mercy, may consent to grant to me the same 
advantages by other means, that is to say, to grant them 
gratuitously in answer to my prayers.' 

A poor convict wrote to him from the camp of Sidi- 
Brahim : — 

' M, the Cure, — My sister writes me word that she 
has had the happiness of spending eight days in your 
parish. She has made a vow at the feet of Saint Philo- 
m^ne, that if I should recover my liberty, she would 
conduct me to Ars to return thanks to her. May I not 
myself solicit your prayers before the altar of your 
venerated saint? ... If I was only so happy as to 
receive one word from you, my sufifering would be alle- 
viated ; and I should have more courage to support it, 
if I could think that you. Monsieur, were occupied 
about the poor prisoner.' 

Many, deeply impressed with the idea that Vianney 
possessed the power of penetrating the very hearts and 
consciences of those who addressed him, endeavoured, 
by the most confidential communications, to obtain 
from him that knowledge of themselves to which, by 
their own efforts, they were unable to attain. 

The following letter was from Paris : — 

*They tell me, my father, that you can read the 
eonsciences of men ; look then into mine, and help me 
to discover what secret evil destrovs the peace of my 
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soul. Apparently I fulfil all my duties, and I am 
treated with a consideration of which I am quite un- 
worthy. Severe trials have disabused my mind of its 
illusions. I despise life, and yet I fear death. It 
seems there is something in me which proves an ob- 
stacle to God's grace, and which I cannot myself define. 
Sometimes I think it is a subtle pride. Sometimes a 
ein which I disguise from myself. Oh I you who can 
penetrate the hearts of others, do not fear to reveal to 
me all the evil of my state. I am ready to do every- 
thing that you would advise. 

* Sometimes I think myself a victim, but am T not, 
on the contrary, a proud sinner, who is not willing to 
pardon, in order that she herself may be pardoned? 
My father, I hope that notwithstanding the inevitable 
vagueness of a letter, your charity will look more 
favourably upon me than I can upon myself, and that 
you will write to me one of those words from God 
which strike and enlighten for ever.' 

M. Vianney received the following letter from Paris, 
the evening before a general communion, at Notre- 
Dame: — . ^ 

* Venerable Father in Our Lord Jesus Christ, — A 
great sinner comes to throw himself at your feet, and 
to supplicate you to obtain for him by your prayers the 
pardon of his iniquities. . . > The prodigal desires to 
return to his Father, but he is so weak, so miserable, 
so polluted by sin, that he needs the prayers of the just, 
before he can dare to approach God at His table. 
Pray, Venerable Father, that after having received the 
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grace of reconciliation, I may be instructed in the way 
in which I should walk, and obtain strength to enter 
upon the path of duty, whatever the cost may be. I 
believe that I am ready to do everything which God 
may require of me, when once I have received absolu- 
tion of my faults. May your great faith obtain for me 
this grace, for which I so ardently yearn.' 

The following fragment is from the letter of a mem- 
ber of the Bonaparte family. It was saved from the 
incendiary to which its pompous beginning had con- 
demned it : — 

' The signal favours which it has pleased Our Lord 
to confer upon you, His dear servant, whose edifying 
life is a living sermon and a perpetual miracle, have 
induced me to entreat that you will remember in your 
prayers him who is now addressing you, and who in doing 
so feels that he has the honour to be communicating 
with one of the glories of the French Church — the 
holy priest who, by his ardent love to God and his in- 
exhaustible zeal for the salvation of souls, is, without 
himself suspecting it, retracing for the nineteenth cen- 
tury the brilliant virtues of the Saint Vincent de Pauls 
and of the Pierre Fouriers. I know that these com- 
pliments, or rather, that this simple homage rendered 
to truth, may oflfendyour humility, but it is not for 
me to say that you will refer these praises to the 
honour of the Divine Master, who has chosen you to 
be a light to Israel, as well as a help to your suffer- 
ing brethren.' .... 

The following lines are in the handwriting of 
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Viscount Edward Walsh, well known for his theological 
writings in the Boman Catholic Church : — 
» ' Sir, and Venerable Cur6, — Pardon the great liberty 
which I take in addressing myself directly to you, 
knowing how precious and how usefully employed-your 
time is ; but the salvation of a soul, whom Satan would 
wrest from the Lord, is concerned, and the honour and 
repose of a respectable family are at stake. With this 
warrant, unworthy as I am, I come to you with con- 
fidence, to solicit your especial intercession with Grod 
and the Holy Virgin, in favour of a great criminal, but 
of a sincere peniterU.^ 

The Princes of the Church frequently wrote to de- 
mand the prayers and the counsels of the Cure 
d'Ars. Many of them consulted him on the most 
delicate questions, concerning the administration of 
their dioceses. Many such letters are extant from the 
Archbishops and Bishops of Lyons, Aix, Orleans, Dijon, 
Annecy, Grenoble, Autun, Valence, Evreux, Gap, 
Bodez, Chalons-sur-Marne, &c., &c. 

The founder of the Society of L S. Sacrament writes 
to inform Vianney of the success of his undertaking, 
for which he had before solicited his prayers. It is 
stated that no important work was set on foot without 
having recourse to his advice, and seeking his co-ope- 
ration. 

We will close these quotations with a letter from a 
member of a family whose name is well known in 
England. 
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* GrAce-Dien Castle, November 22. 

*Most Eeverend Sir, — ^Having heard much of the 
marvels which Our merciful Saviour has deigned to 
accomplish by your hands, and feeling that in glorify- 
ing God in you, I shall not wound your hiunility, I 
venture to write to you; for though a stranger by 
nation and family, yet am I connected with you in the 
desire to serve our great God ; and to labour, though, 
alas I so feebly and so unworthily, for the holy cause of 
the Catholic Church. I write these lines, then, to 
entreat you to pray, first, for my beloved wife, and for 
the welfare of my numerous family; secondly, for the 
conversion of a man of high rank, but unhappily an 
apostate from the Catholic Church, the father of my 
very dear friend. Lord Edward Howard, who has en- 
treated me to commend him to your prayers ; thirdly, 
for my own father, who is a Protestant ; fourthly, for 
my temporal and spiritual wants. I have heard, very 
reverend sir, what God has done by you, and for you ; 
if, then, you are the friend of the Monarch of Heaven, I 
beseech you to have pity on me, and to pray for me. If, 
in return, it is ever in my power to serve you, most gladly 
will I do so ; but I again entreat you, for the love of 
Our Lord Jesus Christ, to attend to the petition which I 
have made of you ; remembering that if you withhold 
not the cup of cold water which I have asked, God on 
His side will give you infinitely more, both in this life 
and in that which is to come. 

* Pray then for me, servant of God, and believe me 
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(rith the most profound respect, your very 
lervant in the Lord, 

'AuBROSE DE Lisle Fbillips, 
■ty-Lieutenant to Her Majesty for the County 
of Leicester.' 

of those who addressed the CurS d'Ars peti- 
ir answers to their letters; but they did not 
how incompatible even the moat limited epis- 
:)m muni cation would have been with that 
series of ministerial duties, which commenced 
I'clock in the night, and continued, without 
lion, till eight or nine the following evening, 
ring only four, or at moat five houra, in the 
)ur for his private devotions, his study of the 
he saints, his hasty repasts, and for such short 

of repose as he allowed himself. 

except for those who had the opportunity of 

bserving the daily life of the Cur6 d'Ars, it 

difficult to form even a vague idea of his 
nary existence. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



CURES EFFECTED AT ARS. 



With respect to the miraculous cures said to have been 
effected at Ars, we shall confine ourselves to simply 
transcribing the statements of those— or, rather, of a 
very few of those — who were the subjects of them, and 
with bringing before the reader such testimony as has 
been adduced in evidence of the facts narrated. 

To begin, then, with our old friend, Catherine Las- 
sagne. * M. the Cur6,' writes this simple woman, in 
1830, 'tries to hide as much as possible the gifts of 
healing which he obtains; but he obtains many. I 
think he would rather cure souls.' It was true that M. 
Vianney was often heard to exclaim, *I have asked 
Saint-Philom^ne not to occupy herself so much about 
the bodies of those who appeal to her, but to think 
more of their souls.' * One of us,' continues Catherine, 
* gave a poor woman a cap which had loug been worn 
by M. the Cur6. " The Cur^ d'Ars is a saint," thought 
she, as she placed it on the head of her son ; " if I 
had faith, my child would be cured." The child had 
received a severe hurt upon his head. That night, 
when his mother was about to bathe the wound, she 
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found that it had entirely disappeared, and not a trace 
of it remained.' 

The following statements are made by Madame fiay- 
mond-Corcevay : — 

'The first time I saw the Cur^ d'Ars was in the 
month of May, 1843. The good father was then very 
ill, and his recovery was despaired of. I was permitted 
to enter his chamber. \^lien he saw me he made a 
sign with his hand to bless me. I was suffering at the 
time from a chronic affection of the throat ; all our doc- 
tors had given me up, and I was a living skeleton. This 
blessing half-cured me. Two days afterwards I attended, 
at three o'clock in the morning, the mass by which M. 
the Cure celebrated his own recovery, and returned 
thanks to Saint Fhilom^ne. I consulted him about my 
condition. " My child," said he, " in your case earthly 
remedies are useless ; too many have already been ad- 
ministered ; but Grod will cure you. . . . Address your- 
self to Saint Philomdne, and lay down your state upon 
her altar." ... I followed this advice ; I threw myself 
at the feet of Saint Philom^ne, and joined with all my 
heart in the prayers of M. the Cure. The effect was 
instantaneous. For two years I had not been able to 
speak, and for six I had suffered cruelly. When I re- 
turned to the house of Madame Favier, where I lodged, 
I read aloud several pages of " La Gonfiance en la 
Sainte Vierge.^^ I was cured. 

* Two years afterwards, when I again had the happi- 
ness of forming one of the congregation of the Cure 
d'Ars, I asked him if he thought I should continue tc 
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preserve the voice which had been so mercifully restored 
to me. " Use it for God's glory, my child," replied he, 
" and for the salvation of souls, and fear nothing." Then 
he added : " Listen to what I have to relate. A few 
days since a poor woman from the country came to Ars 
with a little girl who had been dumb from her birth. 
This good woman was confessing in the sacristy, when 
suddenly she stopped. * My child,' said I, * continue.' 
' Ah ! my father, it is not possible. ... I have never be- 
fore heard my child speak ; and listen, listen I Oh, what 
mercy I my father, what mercy !' The child had indeed 
recovered her voice, and spoke distinctly. She was 
cured. Behold the power of God. This poor wo- 
man," continued the Cur6, " was too much overcome 
to be able to go on with her confession. She could 
only repeat, weeping, *What mercy! my Godl what 
mercy 1' " 

^ I had a young relation,' continues Madame Bay- 
mond, * who, at the close of the Great Revolution, be- 
came entirely deranged. She continued in this sad 
state for three months, during which time* every remedy 
which the most devoted care and affection could devise 
had been tried in vain. Her poor mother, in despair, 
and utterly at a loss to know what further steps to take, 
brought her to me. I directed her to our beloved saint, 
** My dear lady," said he, " make a neuvaine to Saint 
Philomtee. I will pray with you, and all will be well." 
So, indeed, it came to pass. On the last day of the 
neuvaine there was no longer a trace of the malady by 
which my young cousin had been afflicted, nor has 
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there ever since been the slightest appearance of a 
return of it.' 

*In the month of July, 1842,' writes a brother cur^, 
* I made the pilgrimage to Ars for the first time. I 
shall never forget the impression that I received. The 
holy father was giving his daily instruction in the great 
hall of the Providence; when it was over, I had a 
quarter of an hour's conversation with him. I had 
heard many and various opinions concerning the mira- 
culous cure of a lady of Bourg, and I informed him of 
some disparaging remarks on the subject which had 
reached me. 

* '' My friend," replied he, " let the people of the 
world say what they will ; alas I how should they see ? 
They are blind. Our Saviour might perform all the 
miracles which He accomplished in Judea, before they 
would believe ; but He to whom all dominion has been 
given has not lost His power. 

* " Last week a poor vinedresser, from the other ^de 
of the water, came hither, carrying on his shoulders a 
boy of twelve-years of age, who never had walked. This 
poor man performed a Tieuvaine to Saint Philomdne. 
On the ninth day his little son was cured, and he had 
the happiness of seeing him running by his side when 
he left Ars." ' 

It is stated by the Abb^ Monnin, that, * Early in 
May^ 1851, a gentleman came to Ars who was suffering 
from a complaint in his eyes, caused by congestion. 
His physicians bad exhausted every remedy which 
their science could supply for his cure, but all in vain. 
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- * After two days passed at Are, finding himself no 
better, he departed, in deep dejection of spirit. A 
young niece, who accompanied him, did not, however, 
share his depression* She immediately afterwards re- 
turned alone to Ars, and, on the advice of M. the Cure, 
performed a tieuvaine for her uncle. This neuvaine 
was, however, drawing to a close, and still no satisfac- 
tory news of his health reached her; when, suddenly, 
M. Vianney said to her, ** My little one, I think you 
may depart. He for whom you are interested, no longer 
suffera." [This was true.] When she arrived at her 
uncle's house, she found him perfectly cured.' 

In the month of May, 1856, a young sister of the 
Community of Saint Joseph came to Ars. She was 
suffering from an affection of the throat, which had re- 
sulted in a total extinction of voice. It is stated that, 
after remaining a few days, she returned perfectly 
cured. 

' I, the undersigned, Cur6 of Anjas, Canton of Genol- 
hac, certify the following fact : — Mademoiselle Marie- 
Valerie-Hermanie Martin, aged twenty years, novice in 
the Community of Saint Joseph, had been suffering for 
nearly five months from a total extinction of voice. 
She went to her family, in order to try the influence of 
her native air, but without any good result. Having 
lost all hope from human remedies, she turned her eyes 
towards Heaven. She had frequently heard of the 
miracles performed at Ars, and she determined to go 
there. . . . After devoting two entire days to prayer, 
she confessed, and received the Holy Communion. On 

Q 
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leaving the church, she suddenly recovered her voice, 
and spoke vnth as much distinctness as before her ill- 
ness. I had been in the habit of seeing her constantly, 
up to the time of her departure, in her family, in my 
house, and in her convent. I was at Ars at the time of 
her visit there, and lodged in the same hotel with her 
and her mother. I was present at the Mass, where she 
received the Holy Communion, and where her sudden 
recovery took place. Six priests besides myself were 
witnesses of this miracle, and have joined with me in 
returning thanks to Him who has thus manifested His 
power and goodness in answer to the prayers of the 
Venerable Cure d'Ars. 

*That day will, doubtless, form an epoch in their 

lives as well as mine. 

* J. SotJCHON, Cure of Anjas. 

•Sept. 21st, 1856/ 

* I, the undersigned doctor of medicine, residing at 
Vans (Ard^che), attest that I have attended Made- 
moiselle Martin, novice at the Convent of Saint Joseph, 
affected with a loss of speech, which resisted various 
modes of treatment. I began to despair of her re- 
covery, and feared her case was hopeless. When I saw 
her on her return from Ars, she was perfectly cured. 

' I declare that this recovery is inexplicable to me by 

any natural means. 

* B. Ollier.' 

• * Vaus, January 9, 1857. 

' Reverend and Dear Brother, — I am slow in reply- 
ing to your request for a certificate verifying the illness 
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and the cure of Madame Daumas. ... I have seen 
this lady, and she has spoken to me of her recovery, 
which appears to be entire ; nevertheless, the doctor is 
not willing to give his certificate, alleging that he has 
not attended the patient ex officio. Happily, God does 
not require this attestation to establish His power and 
the holiness of the venerable Cure d'Ars. 

* JUAIN.' 

A year after this letter, M. Toccanier, to whom it 
appears to have been addressed, received the following 
certificate of the reality of the cure referred to, signed 
by numerous witnesses :— 

* I, the undersigned, declare myself to have been the 
victim of an affection of the spinal marrow, which was 
pronounced incurable by the doctors. I went to Ars, 
June 20, 1857. M. Vianney spoke encouragingly to 
me, and desired me to perform a neuvaine to ^aint 
Philomene. The day after my interview with this 
worthy priest, the pain which I had suffered up to that 
time left me, and I have ever since preserved the use 
of my limbs. 

* The last day of the neuvaine I made, in company 
with a part of my family and several friends, a pilgrim- 
age to Notre Dame de la Gaide on foot, and without 
any assistance. 

* (Signed) F." Daumas, J. Daumas, F. Daumas, Con- 
stant, Merchant, A. Eochebrune, Dominique Carle, 
Salome, A. Audier, J. B. Godreau, Sublet, Goutro, 
J. B. Gauthier, Ant. Levesy. , . . Marseilles.' 

Q 2 
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*July3, 1868. 

*The ^nde^8igne(l declare that they were well ac- 
quainted with the situation of Madame Daumas, who 
bad been entirely deprived^ by an attack of illness, of 
the use of her limbs. They certify that from the time 
of her xeturn from Ars she has not ceased to enjoy 
the most perfect health.' 

' March 27, 1859. — ^We, Jean-Louis Chagnard, mayor 
and president, Francois Berge, cure, Jean-Franjois 
Julien, chevalier of the Legion of Honour, Jacques 
Denizot, Jean Jjombard, and Benjamin Pellissier, school- 
master, all members of the corporation for the parish 
of Montmorin, canton de Serres, diocese of Gap, in the 
High Alps, certify and attest that Rose Eysseric, aged 
forty-three, wife of Noe Arnaud, inhabitant of this 
parish, had, from the month of July, 1858, completely 
lost her power of speech. Having vainly exhausted 
every medical resource, it only remained to her to have 
recourse to Providence ; for which end the said Eyssferic, 
full of faith, made a pilgrimage with her husband to 
Ars, in order to invoke the powerful prayers and inter- 
cession of the Venerable Jean-Marie-Baptiste Vianney, 
Cure of that parish. On her return from her pilgrim- 
age, and on the third day of a second neuvainey she 
suddenly and miraculously recovered her speech, and 
she has ever since continued to articulate as clearly 
and as distinctly as before her paralysis. 
* (Signed) Jean Lombard, Franfois Julien, Jacques 

Denizot, Pellissier, F. Berge, cur6, Jean-Louis 

Chagnard, mayor, No6 Arnaud.' 
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• * We have ourselves seen and be£u:d Rose Eysserlc at 
Ars, on the day of the funeral of M. Vianney. She 
spoke very fluently, and was able to give us a detailed 
account of her cure.' — ^M. Monnin. 

On September 9, 1858, M. the Cure of Cebazat, of 
the diocese of Clermont, wrote to the Abbe Toccanier 
as follows : — 

* My Venerable Brother, — I write to entreat that you 
will join with me in thanking Grod, who has vouchsafed, 
through the intercession of Saint Philom^ne, miracu- 
lously to restore to health one of my young parishioners.' 

One month later the following certificate was received 
at Ars : — 

' We, the Cure of Cebazat, have the honour to certify 
that Charles, son of Jean Blazy and of Marie Verdier, 
aged nineteen years, lost the use of his limbs on May 
2, 1855, and that from that period up to the beginning 
of April in the present year (1858) he was confined to 
his bed, incapable of bearing any but a horizontal posi- 
tion, and a prey to violent sufiering, which no medical 
treatment could avail to alleviate. That in the begin- 
ning of April, after a neuvaine to Saint Philom^ne, 
performed in conjunction with the holy Cur6 d'Ars, he 
was able to walk a few steps with the aid of crutches, 
and, though not without diflSculty, to reach the churph 
which is near his habitation. 

' That in the commencement of August, desiring to 
go to Ars in order again to commend himself to the 
prayers of the Cur^ of that parish, he was transported 
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thither in a carriage, being unable to support himself 
on his feet. 

* That the said Charles Blazy returned from Ars per- 
fectly cured, having left his cratches in the chapel of 

Saint-Philomfene. That since the fete of the 

15th of August, he has been entirely free from all 
suffering ; that he returned from Ars on foot, walking, 
without fatigue, a distance of eighteen kilometres, and 
that he has ever since enjoyed perfect health. 

* I am happy to affirm the miraculous character of 
this cure, and the same may be equally attested by sJl 
the inhabitants of Cebazat, who were as well acquainted 
as myself with the sad condition of this young man* 

' It is in order to render glory to God, whose mercy 
is great, and whose power is infinite, that I deliver this 

certificate. 

* Bazin, Cure of Cebazat 

'Examined for the legalisation of the signature of 

M. Bazin, Cur6 of Cebazat. 

* DucHBT, Canon, Secretary. 
' Episcopal Palace, Clermont-Ferrand, 

* Ist October, 1858.' 

* 

To these signatures were added the names of forty- 
five persons, bearing evidence to these facts; among 
which appear those of the Baron Jule de Vissac and of 
the Count de Neufville. 

The following certificate to the same effect was given 
by the Mayor of Cebazat : — 

* Charles Blazy was confined to his bed for three 
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years by severe illness ; the pain he experienced was so 
constant and so violent, that he was obliged always to 
lie in a horizontal position, and had no power to move 
his limbs. At Easter he experienced a slight alleviation, 
and was able to move a little with the help of crutches. 
At length, despairing of any real amendment from 
medical treatment, he set out on a pilgrimage to Ars. 
After he had remained there for a few weeks it was 
reported that he was radically cured, and that he had 
laid aside his crutches. At first this news was hardly 
credited ; but when Blazy appeared, walking as well as 
he had ever done in his life, the greater number of the 
inhabitants yielded their assent to the miracle. To 
the truth of these facts we can conscientiously bear our 
testimony. * Signed, 

* C. Loire, Mayor of Cebazat. 

' BiGAUD, Assistant.' 

Again, these signatures are followed by those of 
more than fifty of the most respectable inhabitants of 
Cebazat. 

The following extracts are from a long letter, giving 
a detailed account of the severe illness and the extra- 
ordinary cure of which the writer was the subject : — 

*LaPalud, Oct. 2, 1858. 

* My Father — Before leaving Ars I promised to send 
you an account of my long illness, and of the extra- 
ordinary cure which I obtained of God at the con- 
clusion of a neuvaine in honour of Saint Philom^ne; 
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and now that the miracle is proved beyond a doubt, I 
sit down to perform this grateful task. 

* My malady, which lasted more than eight years, 
was judged incurable by all the physicians to whom I 
had recourse. The only encouragement they gave me 
was the hope that care might slightly ameliorate my 
health and soothe my gufferings.* 

Here follows a long and detailed account of her sad 
and terrible condition. For eight years, she states, she 
could neither read nor bear to hear reading ; that during 
that time she was never able to kneel down ; and that if 
she attempted to walk even a few steps, the support of 
a strong arm was necessary. 

* In order,' she goes on to state, * to modify this de- 
plorable condition, no remedy which medical experience 
could suggest was left untried; but if science could at 
times procure me some alleviation, it was powerless to 
heal, and I had no other resource but in God, no other 
remedy but patience and resignation. 

* I had long meditated a pilgrimage to Ars, but divers 
obstacles had hitherto interfered with the accomplish- 
ment of my wish. Perhaps God had willed it so, in 
order that, having exhausted every human means, I 
might be brought to acknowledge their impotence, and 
to put all my trust in Him. 

' I set out for Ars on the 18th of last August. My 
journey was accomplished without diffictdty as far as 
Villefranche, but on arriving at that place I was seized 
with the most violent cough, which continued for the 
remainder of my journey. When I reached Ars, all the 



^ 
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Worst symptoms which had attended my long illness 
returned with such violence that I neai-ly despaired of 
ever seeing La Palud again, and earnestly prayed that 
I might not be left to die away from all my friends, 
and in a country where I was a stranger. 

' It was not till the 21st that I was able to see M, 
Vianney. In a short interview I explained to him the 
object of my journey, and earnestly besought his prayers 
that I might obtain power to kneel, to read, to go to 
church, &c. He gave me a medal of Saint Philomtoe, 
and directed me to perform a neuvaine in honour of 
that saint. On leaving me he said, " I will think of 
you ; if you have faith you will be cured." These last 
words recalled to my mind those of the Saviour, '^All 
things are possible to him that helieveth^^ and I prayed 
to Jesus to increase my faith. The same day I com- 
menced my neuvaine. It was on a Saturday, the 23rd. 
I was anxious to see M« the Cure ; I passed seven hours 
waiting for him. On the 24th I waited six hours; 
on the 25th, five hours — still all in vain; but what 

* 

astonished me the most was, that these prolonged wait- 
ings occasioned me no fatigue. ... On Wednes- 
day, the 27th, I had the happiness of seeing M. the 
Cure. I asked him if he thought Saint Philom^ne 
would grant me the grace I solicited. " Yes, my child," 
replied he, '* if you have faith." These graces, indeed, 
were not long coming. The following day I was able 
to kneel long enough to recite the prayers of the 
neuvaine. On Sunday morning, the day upon which 
the neuvaine finished, I had the happiness of attending 
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the mass of the holy Cure ; at the elevation I knelt 
without difficulty — I felt transported I I then went 
alone to the holy table, notwithstanding the crowd 
which pressed me on all sides. After the Holy Com- 
munion I returned alone to my place. 

' In the course of this memorable day I did many 
things which proved beyond a doubt the reality of my 
cure. I walked alone several times ; I again and again 
went to church ; I knelt upon the pavement, and re- 
mained a long time in that painful position. In the 
morning I heard a sermon ; at one o'clock I was present 
at the catechism of M. the Cure; in the evening I was 
at the lecture. It was eight years since I had listened 
to any preaching. . . . Full of gratitude for the 
mercy which had been vouchsafed me, and of which I 
was so unworthy, I commenced on that day a neuvaine 
of thanksgivings, which continued till the day of my 
return to La Palud. Since that time I have been 
entirely free from pain, and my strength, which had for 
eight years entirely left me, is completely restored.' . . 

. . * We. the undersigned, certify and attest that Mdlle. 
Zoe Pradelle, aged 32 years, was seized, eight years 
since, with a chronic nervous aflFection, which entirely 
deprived her of the power of movement. That this 
malady resisted every effort of art, and that the utmost 
which the science of the most able physicians could 
effect was a very equivocal improvement in her state. 
That, at last, despairing of any recovery by natural 
means, the said demoiselle, full of faith and piety, re- 
solved to make a pilgrimage to Ars, in order to solicit 
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the help and prayers of the worthy pastor there, who is 
venerated by all France ; that, at the end of a neuvaine^ 
she was suddenly, and as by a miracle, cured. We have 
had it in our power to assure ourselves of the reality of 
this cure, and to prove that the health of the said 
demoiselle now leaves nothing more to desire. 

* E. V. KosE, Ciire. 

* L. Perrot, Vicar. 

•La Palud, 21 Deep., 1858/ 

* I, the undersigned doctor of medicine, resident at 
Avignon, certify that Mademoiselle Zoe Pradelle, aged 
thirty-two years, was seized eight years since by a 
nervous malady. • . . This malady had plunged 
her into such a state of nervous irritability that the 
slightest noise, the least moral emotion, aggravated her 
suflferings and still further weakened her muscular 
power. She could only take a very small quantity of 
food, she could neither read nor bear to hear reading. 
When she attempted to walk she needed the assistance 
of a strong arm, and for three years and a-half she was 
absolutely deprived of this power. For six years I have 
known Mademoiselle Pradelle in this condition. When, 
through my care, she experienced some amendment, she 
was still never able to walk alone, or to kneel down, or 
to relax in the observance of the rigime prescribed. 
About six weeks since I saw Mademoiselle Pradelle, on 
her return from La Malon. She was then suffering as 
usual; to-day she has returned to me in a state of 
perfect convalescence I . . . This patient, who en- 
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joys all the comforts of the most flourishing health, 
aflSrms that her recovery was miraculously obtained, in 
consequence of a neuvainey performed in concert with 
the Cur^ d'Ars. 

* Incompetent to resolve this question, I confine my- 
self to the simple statement of the inexplicable change 
which has taken place in Mademoiselle Zo6 Pradelle. 

* BfcHET, Doctor of Medicine* 

* Arignon, September 7th, 1S58.' 

Such cases as those which we have adduced, and 
numberless others of a like nature, made a deep im- 
pression on the public mind. Every year thousands of 
patients, from the most distant countries, congregated 
around the Cur6 d'Ars with a confidence which the 
experience of thirty years continued to confirm. M. 
Vianney received them all with the utmost kindness ; he 
visited, consoled, and encouraged them^ He gave them 
his prayers, his time, and his counsel ; but he did not 
promise recovery to all. The friends of one poor 
sufferer, whose patience had been long and sorely tried, 
often endeavoured to extract from him some words of 
encouragement, in order that they might transmit them 
to her ; but they could elicit no other reply than this: 
< It is a cross well placed' 'But she suffers so severely, 
is there no alleviation to be hoped for ? ' ' Yes, my 
friend, in heaven.' 

When questioned respecting any patient, whose re- 
covery he did not expect, his usual answer was, 
* Patience, he will not suffer in Paradise.' 



CURES EFFECTED AT ARS. 12 J 

A poor man, who was crippled by palsy, Bad long 
wait^ in vain for his cure at Ars. Still, however, he 
remained convinced that the mil of the Cure was all 
that was needed for his recovery. * But,' said he, ' his 
humility spoils his charity.' M. Vianney often went to 
visit him in his poor lodging. He exhorted, encouraged, 
and even endeavoured to amuse him; but he never 
gave him the least hope of recovery. * He has no need 
of his legs,' said he, * to go to heaven. He will go 
there without them ; but, perhaps, he would not have 
gone there with them.' 

A poor monk was sent to Ars by his superior, who 
ardently desired his cure. ' My friend,' said the Cur6, 
* we must will as God wills. He wills your sanctifica- 
tion, through the exercise of patience. You will see, at 
the hour of death, that you will have saved more souls 
by this sickness, than you would have done by all the 
good works which you might have performed in health.' 
The monk's superior, however, Was not discouraged. 
By his order, the patient returned to Ars two years 
afterwards. * No, no,' again insisted M. Vianney ; * you 
will remain in this state. You are more useful to your 
congregation ; you will do more good ; you will save 
more souls.' On the sick man's companions remarking 
that his superior had great need of his services, the 
Cur6 made a gesture, which seemed to say, * God has 
need of no one ;' and, he added, ' Ilfavi voir lea choses 
en Dieii ; il faut entrer dans lee voies de DieuJ* 
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CHAPTER V. 



CONVERSIONS EFFECTED AT ARS. 



* It will never be knowu in this world,' said Vianney, 
one day, ^ how many sinners have received their salva- 
tion at Ars. God, who needs no one's help, has yet 
made use of me for this great work. If a still more 
unworthy instrument had been at hand, He would have 
taken it, and have operated through it a hundred-fold 
more good.' 

In spite, however, of this lowly estimate of himself, 
the conversion of sinners appears to have been the one 
great object towards which all the thoughts of the Cure 
d'Ars converged — the one great work to which he con- 
secrated his time, his strength, his life. It is stated 
that during the fifteen or sixteen hours which he daily 
passed at the confessional, he heard on an average at 
least a hundred penitents. And he lived this life for 
upwards of thirty years I 

Though so austere in his treatment of himself, Vian- 
ney yet evinced nothing but tenderness towards the 
poor sinners who approached him. The more humi- 
liating their confessions, the deeper their past guilt, the 
more gladly did he welcome them, and with loving pity 
endeavour to lead them back to the ways of peace and 
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holiness. He was frequently seen to weep bitter tears 
over the spiritual condition of those who sought abso- 
lution through his hatids. 

One day a poor man, who knelt at his feet in the 
attitude of a penitent, but whose heart continued un- 
moved, seeing his confessor in tears, exclaimed in 
astonishment, * But, my father, what need have you to 
weep?' *Ah, my friend,' replied the sympathising 
priest, * I weep because you do not weep.' 

During the earlier days at Ars, and before the fame 
of Vianney had reached its zenith, an event took place 
which made a great impression upon the public mind — 
this was, the conversion of a man of great learning, 
from Lyons, named Maissiat. M. the Abbe Gaillard, 
Cure of Montagnat, was at Ars at the time, and on hi 
requesting to have a detailed account of the change 
which had taken place in the individual named, he 
received from the new convert the following rela- 
tion : — 

' Eight days since I left Lyons for the purpose of 
making a geological excursion through the mountains 
of Beaujolais and Mafonnais. In the carriage which 
conveyed me to Villefranche, I met, by chance, an old 
friend who* was on his way to Ars, and who earnestly 
entreated me to accompany him to that place. " Come," 
said he ; " you will see a Cure who performs miracles." 
*^* Miracles!" cried I, laughing, "I do not believe in 
miracles." " Come, I say, and you will see and believe." 
" Oh J" exclaimed I, '* if you succeed in making a be- 
liever of me, that would be a miracle indeed." " Ah, 
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well, come to Ars, if it were only for the excursion." 
** Ars," I replied, " is a name that pleases me. I have 
time before me : it is not far from the country I wish 
to explore. I will accompany you." 

* Arrived here, I was conducted by my friend to the 
house of Madame Graillard, where we both occupied the 
same apartment. Early in the morning he awoke me. 
** Maissiat," said he, " will you do me a pleasure ? will 
you accompany me to the mass?" ** To the mass; I 
have never been there since my first communion. Ask 
of me anything else." *' You will come to oblige me. 
It is there that you can see and judge of the Cure d'Ars. 
I only ask you to look at him well ; I will secure you a 
place where you can enjoy this satisfaction quite at 
your ease." " As to that," said I, " I am very indif- 
ferent about it, but I will do as you wish." 

* We arrived at the church ; my old friend installed 
me upon a bench which faced the sacristy. The door 
soon opened, and the Cure, bearing the sacred omap- 
ments, came forth. His eyes met mine ; it was only a 
glance, but it penetrated to the bottom of my heart, I 
felt overwhelmed by that look. I bowed profoundly, 
and hiding my face in my hands, I remained motionless 
during the whole mass. When it was over — j^esaayai 
de acnUever ma Ute appeaantie — ^and I endeavoured to 
leave the church ; but as I passed before the sacristy, 
where the crowd pressed, I heard these words, " Retire, 
all of you retire;" at the same time a light hand was 
laid upon my shoulder, and I was drawn, as it were, by 
an invisible force. The door was closed upon me, and 
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I found myself via-a-vis with the gaze which had so 
confounded me. I stammered a few words : '^ M. the 
Cure, I have a weight upon my shoulders which over- 
whelms me." A voice of angelic sweetness, in a strange 
tone, and which hardly seemed to proceed from a 
human breast, replied : " My friend, you must cast off 
this burden as quickly as possible; kn^l down and 
relate to me the history of your life. The Lord will 
charge Himself with your burden; for He has said, 
* Come unto me aU ye that are weary and heavy 
laden, and I will give you resV '* 

< My agitation subsided a little at these words, and 
without further hesitation I related to the holy man 
the history of my life from my first communion. 
During this recital his tears hardly ceased to flow; 
while every now and then he exclaimed, "Oh, how 
great is Grod's goodness! how infinite are His com- 
passions 1 " I did not weep ; but little by little I felt 
lightened of my burden, till at length I seemed to be 
restored to perfect peace. ..." My friend," Kiid the 
Cure, when I was about to leave him, " you will return 
to-morrow." * 



• • • • 



The new convert then informed his interlocutor that 
the next day he was to receive his pardon, and that 
after that, the holy sacrament was to be administered to 
him. 

M. Maissiat remained some time longer at Ars. 
When he left it was not to undertake his intended 
geological researches, but to return to his home, in 
order there to meditate in solitude over the change 

B 
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that had taken place in him. He was a man of learn* 
ing and an artist Left an orphan at the age of fifteen, 
under the Beign of Terror, he followed a superior 
officer, who had adopted him, into Egypt ; there be 
became a Mussulman. Afterwards he tried Judaism, 
then he professed himself a Protestant. He had since 
been a disciple of the Abbe Chiteland, and of P. 
Enfantin ; and lastly, before he came to Ars, he had 
adopted the religion of Cabet. Two years after that 
time he died happily, and without having undeigone 
any further change of sentiment. 

In the year 1838, a man who was employed in the 
navigation of the Saone, accompanied some of his 
friends to Are. This mariner had hitherto not only 
been indififerent to religioij, but he carried his impiety 
so far as to scoff at all holy things. The very profes- 
sion of Christianity he regarded as a mark of folly and 
weakness. On his arrival at Ars he was induced by 
mere curiosity to visit the church. He had proceeded 
as far. as the choir, where the Gixr6 was confessing the 
men ; but suddenly seized with a species of vertigo, he 
was obliged to retire in order to breathe the fresh air. 
He quickly, however, returned, but so great was his 
agitation, that it was observed by a lady who was near 
him, and who kindly endeavoured to restore him to a 
more composed state of mind, after which she led hir 
to the Cure. The sight of the austere and mortifie 
priest made such an extraordinary impression upon th 
hardened sceptic that he immediately commenced hi 
general confession ; after which he was seen to pra 
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long and earnestly. He then received the holy com- 
munion, and left the church to all appearance an 
altered man. Some time afterwards he reappeared at 
Ars, when his whole conduct and demeanour still bore 
evidence to a radical change of character. 

In the year 1840, a young man visited Ars, who was, 
it appears, distinguished for his scientific attainments, 
but who, unhappily, had, with the knowledge which had 
been imparted to him, imbibed many of the infidel doc- 
trines and sceptical ideas that were so sadly prevalent 
at that epoch. 

The day of his arrival at Ars, two cures had taken 
place ; he wished to disprove them, but the further he 
examined, the more he questioned, the less possible was 
it for him to doubt the fact, that two invalids, strangers 
like himself, had come to Ars, and had left cured. He 
determined to have a conference with M. Vianney 
* Sir,' said he, as he approached him, ' I have no faith 
in miracles ; nevertheless I must admit that I know 
not how else to account for the cures of which I have 
been the witness^ I would ask nothing better than to 
believe in something, and if you will help me to attain 
this end, I shall be much obliged to you.' 

* My friend,' replied the Cure, ' draw near to God, 
and He will draw near to you ; His grace will enlighten 
your mind, and you will believe.' 

These words appeared to go directly to the heart 
of the young man ; he became agitated and confused ; 
but, after a short moment of hesitation, he fell upon 
his knees. . . . Soon after he was seen to leave the 

b2 
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confessional, his eyes suffused with tears, and a chaplet 
iu his hand. . • • He remained a month at Ars, in 
order to be further instructed in the knowledge and 
practice of that religion which he had denied, but 
which he now esteemed it his highest honour and pri- 
vilege to profess. 

The Abb^ Monnin affirms that in the year 1856 he 
was himself the witness of the sudden conversion of a 
man of eighty years of age, who had lived a wicked and 
impious life, and who was in the constant habit of 
reviling and blaspheming the holy name of God. 

When the charitable Cure heard of the arrival at Ars 
of this unhappy man, he hastened — ^though he knew 
himself to be the special object of his scorn and hatred 
— to his hotel, entered his chamber, and throwing him- 
self on his knees before him, he cried out, with many 
tears, * Save your poor soul I ! I Save your ^oor 
soul!!!' 

At these words, according to the statement before us, 
the m4n, whose heart had so long been closed against 
every good and holy influence, was melted into tears, 
and the obdurate sinner of eighty years at once became 
a sincere and humble penitent. 

On another occasion a gentleman entered the sacristy, 
in whose air and deportment the practised eye of M. 
Vianney at once discerned the accomplished man of the 
world; for, attracted either by curiosity or by some 
other influence, individuals of this class were often seen 
amongst the crowds that thronged his confessional. 

The stranger approached respectfully, and the Cure 
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d'Ars, appearing to divine his intention, pointed with 
his hand towards the stool upon which his penitents 
were accustomed to kneel. 

* Monsieur the Cure,' quickly responded his visitor, * I 
have not come to confess, I have come to reason with 
you.' 

* Oh, my friend, you have come to the wrong person 
for that. I do not know how to reason, but if you 
would seek consolation place yourself there ' — designa- 
ting with his hand the inexorable stool. ' Believe me, 
many have done so, who have not repented it.' 

'But, Monsieur the Cure, I have already told you 
I did not come to confess, and that for a very simple 
reason — I have no faith, and I believe as little in the 
confession as I do in anything else.' 

*You have no faith, my friend? Oh, how I pity 
you ! ... * A little child of eight years of age who 
knows his catechism knows more than you. I believed 
myself very ignorant, but you are far more ignorant 
than I, since you are ignorant of the things which it is 
most necessary for us to know. You have no faith, you 
say. Ah, well, then is there a reason for my further 
importunity. I will hear your confession, and when 
you have confessed you will believe.' 

* But, Monsieur the Cure, it is a comedy that you 
wish me to play with you.' 

* Kneel down, I repeat I' 

It is affirmed that the tone of mingled authority and 
gentle kindness which accompanied these words, had 
such an effect upon the man to whom they were ad- 



246 THE CURE d'aRS. 

dressed, that he found himself upon his knees, almost 
without knowing it, and, as it were, in spite of himself. 
He then made the sign of the cross, which he had not 
done for many years, and commenced the humble con- 
fession of his faults When he rose up, according 

to the statement df our informant, he was not only con- 
soled but believing ; and, on leaving the little sacristy, 
where he had found the peace which he had so long 
and so vainly sought, the infidel of yesterday, not able 
to suppress his joy, exclaimed, * What a man ! oh ! what 
a man I No one has ever spoken to me as he has done, 
or I should long ago have confessed ! ' 

Such scenes as these were of daily, hourly occurrence. 
One cure affirmed that ten men in his parish had been 
converted by the Cure d'Ars. 

Another asserted that it was easy for him to discern, 
by their superior piety and goodness, those of his flock 
who had made the pilgrimage to Ars. 

Yet, notwithstanding the great success which at- 
tended his ministerial efforts, the Cure d'Ars often ap- 
peared to suffer from sadness and depression of spirit. 
No one could divine the cause of his melancholy. To a 
friend who one day questioned him on the subject, he 
replied, ' I have seen myself on the brink of Hell. Oh, 
it was dreadful !.' .... We have already noticed that 
M. Vianney was, at one time, sorely tried by despairing 
thoughts of his own future. It would appear, from this 
sad rejoinder, that his melancholy proceeded from occa- 
sional returns of these dark moments. 

But, however this may have been, and whether his 
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soul was pained and harrowed by some secret thorn, or 
whether he was liable, from constitutional temperament, 
to seasons of depression, it is certain that suffering and 
anguish of spirit were no mere words with him ; and, it 
may be, that his own sad experience combined to con 
stitute, in no small measure, that extraordinary sym- 
pathy with the afflicted which formed so conspicuous a 
feature in his character. 

And as the greater suflferers were the objects of the 
Cure's most tender sympathy, so were the greatest 
sinners the objects of his most devoted zeal and solici- 
tude. The deeper a soul was sunk in vice and wicked- 
ness, so much the more earnest and persevering were 
his eflForts to wrest that soul from the toils of Satan, 
and to lead it to seek its refuge in the arms of Jesus 
Christ. 

The Abbe Monnin states, that ' The conversions 
which took place at Ars had this peculiarity, that they 
were solid and durable : that men given over, appa- 
rently, to a reprobate mind, the prey of passions com- 
monly judged to be the most incurable, moral brings 
sunk to the lowest stage of degradation, yielded at once 
to the force and the fervour of his exhortations.' 

Among many other such cases, he adduces that of a 
man of sixty years of age, who had long abandoned 
himself to the constant habit of intoxication, but who 
had never been known to fall again into this sin, after 
he had been to Ars. The Vicar of the parish which 
this man inhabited, assured the missionaries that he 
was a most fervent and sincere penitent. Every month 
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he communicated ; every Sunday he attended the even- 
ing prayers in the church, with his wife ; and he was 
careful on these occasions to take a by-way in order to 
avoid the danger of passing the scenes of his former 
temptation, or of meeting his old companions. 

The Cure d'Ars does indeed appear to have possessed 
an extraordinary, and to us an inexplicable power of 
attracting and impressing his fellow-men — in every 
rank of life— and of every class of character. 

He often repeated, with evident delight, the excla- 
mation of a poor penitent, who, in the transports of his 
joy, cried out, * My Father, my Father, how happy am 
I ; I would not for a thousand pounds that I had not 
confessed. Hitherto I have always felt a void here,' 
laying his hand on his heart. ^You h^ve filled this 
void ; I feel it no longer ; I want nothing — I am con- 
tent.' . . . 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MENTAL SUFFERINQ TO WHICH THE CURE D^ARS WAS 

SUBJECT. 

In the meantime, notwithstanding M. Vianney's great 
success, in spite of the numerous letters which each day 
brought him, testifying to the gratitude of those who 
had been cured, consoled, relieved, and brought back 
to Grod through the eflScacy of his prayers, and bearing 
evidence to the wonderful and miraculous results which 
had been obtained at the moment of his intervention, 
still the heart of the Cur6 d'Ars was constantly a prey 
to the deepest dejection. 

It is affirmed by a brothef priest, and one who had 
every opportunity of penetrating and of studying the 
heart of this austere man — so far, at least, as it was 
accessible to mortal eye — ^that there habitually reigned 
there ^une emigre dSaolaiion,^ He believed himself to 
be without faith, without intelligence, without discern- 
ment, without virtue, fit for nothing in short but to do 
harm, and to be an obstacle to God's work in the world. 
He shed many and bitter tears over his misery and 
shortcomings, and if the full light of the Gospel of 
Peace was in a measure veiled from his view, still in 
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the moments of his deepest dejection it appears that he 
sought not his comfort from any human source, or in 
saint or in angel, but at the foot of the cross of Jesus 
Christ. 

'God has vouchsafed me this great mercy,' said he, 
' that He has put nothing in me upon which I can rely, 
neither talent, nor science, nor power, nor virtue. 
WTien I look into myself I see nothing but my mise- 
rable sins ; yet the Lord in His goodness does not per- 
mit me to see them all or to know myself thoroughly. 
This sight would drive me to despair. I have, indeed, 
no other refuge against this temptation to despair, but 
to throw myself at the foot of the tabernacle, comme 
un petit chien aux pieds de son maltre,^ 

It may hardly seem possible to the reader that this 
man, the marvel of his age, the glory of his church, 
the object of popular adulation, around whom admiring 
throngs were perpetually congregated, above all, whose 
ministry was attended by such extraordinary results, it 
may hardly seem possible that such a man should be 
the prey of the most severe and almost unceasing 
depression ; the evidence, however, which is borne to 
this fact appears to be conclusive. 

The Abbe Monnin does not ascribe this dejection to 
any physical fatigue, or to weariness of life, or to that 
yearning for repose which is so often felt by over- 
wrought minds, or even to the regret with which Vianney 
never ceased to lament over his own imperfections. 
He ascribes it to the fear by which he was constantly 
harassed, of doing harm, and of offending God. He 
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would willingly have resigned himself to every other 
species of sujQFering or trial which it might have pleased 
his Heavenly Father to lay upon him, if he could have 
believed at the same time that His love and favour 
were not withdrawn ; but it appears that this consola- 
tion was not permitted him, and he was constantly a 
prey to the torturing doubt as to whether his actions 
were pleasing to God or the contrary. 

The difficulties and trials incident to his vocation 
pressed heavily upon him, and especially the impos- 
sibility of corresponding practically to his idea of the 
sanctity of the priestly office. ' Oh,' said he, one day, 
in a familiar conversation with a friend, * how sad is 
the condition of a priest who is not continually in 
prayer ; but in order to that, he must have quiet, tran- 
quillity, retirement. It is in solitude that the voice of 
God is heard. I sometimes say to the Lord Bishop, if 
you would convert your diocese, you must make saints 
of your cures. Oh, my friend, it is an awful thing to 
be a priest. If a man knew beforehand what it is to 
be a priest, he would fly, like the saints of old, into the 
deserts to escape it. . . . The way to be a good priest 
would be to live en sSminariste. . . . But all cannot 
do that. . . • The danger and the misery for us cures 
is, that the soul becomes dull and insensible. . . . 
They begin by being truly touched by the sad condition 
of those who do not love God; but they finish by 
saying such an one fulfils his duties: so much the 
better ! Such another neglects the sacraments : so much 
the worse! . . . And with this they are content.' 



7.^1 THE CURfi D'aRS. 

M. Vionney seldom made his mental sufFeriog a 
subject of conversation; occasionally, however, some- 
thing of it transpired in his more intimate and con- 
fidential communications. Speaking one day with a 
brother priest, he said, * I pine away with grief in this 
Bad world; my soul is weighed down with sorrow; 
nothing reaches my ears but painful and heartrending 
facts. I have no time to pray. I can hardly support this 
life. Tell me, my friend, would it be a great sin to dis- 
obey my bishop, by privately escaping from this place?' 
* M. the Cure,' replied his confidant, * if you wish to 
lose at once all the fruit of your labours, you have only 
to yield to this temptation.' 

As he approached his end, the suffering of this 
afflicted man j^ressed more heavily than ever upon him. 
A few months before his death he was heard to exclaim, 
in a tone of ineffable sadness, ^ Oh, how melancholy is 
this life I If I had foreseen, on coming to Ars, the 
sorrows that awaited me, I should have died with 
apprehension on the spot.' 

Another day, when the heat had been overwhelming, 
and the crowd immense, the indefatigable priest had 
come out of the confessional more than usually ex- 
hausted. ' I think,' said he, as he stopped to look 
with envious eye at some chickens, who, after having 
scratched about the sand in his courtyard, had made 
themselves a nest where, the head buried under the 
wing, they were sleeping comfortably — * I think these 
chickens are very happy ; if they had souls, I should 
wish much to be in their place.' 
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It may be thought that his assiduous labours, the 
unceasing duties of the pulpit and confessional, must 
have distracted his mind from his grief; but it was not 
so. The great confidence which was reposed in him 
was a burden under which he never ceased to groan. 
The prodigious concourse by which he was continually 
surrounded awakened in his soul a new source of fear 
and disquiet. It wounded his humility; it redoubled 
his fear of doing wrong ; and augmented the weight— » 
already so oppressive — of his pastoral responsibility. 
Instead of concluding that there must be in him some 
special grace, some charm or virtue — were it only a 
natural gift from Heaven — which drew such multitudes 
around him, he concluded, on the contrary, that he 
must be a hypocrite. Impossible, he reasoned, other- 
wise to explain the continued affluence of so many 
strangers. This people were evidently deceived ; how, 
and by whom, he knew not ; but what he knew only too 
well was, that he was the most unworthy and miserable 
of priests. 

Although Vianney was so alive to the tendency of 
habit to deaden the sensibility, still the sentiment 
which he himself experienced at the aspect of sin 
became only more and more poignant. He appeared 
to possess that peculiar mental organisation which 
nothing exhausts, nothing lulls into lukewarmness. 
And this, perhaps, explains his own oft-repeated re- 
mark, that he knew no one so unhappy as himself*. 

* Sinners,' said he, * are such an offence to Q-od, that 
one is almost tempted to pray for the end of the world. 
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If there were not a few pious souls upon whom to 
repose the heart and console the eyes, in the midst of 
the evil which surrounds us, this life would be hardiv 
bearable. When one thinks,' added he, ' of the ingra- 
titude of man towards' Grod ... it is frightful ! . . . 
If God were not so good . . . but He is so good. . . , 
Oh, my God I what will not be our shame and con- 
fusion at the Day of Judgment, when we shall be made 
to see all our ingratitude. We shall then understand 
. . . but it will be too late. Our Lord will say to us, 
"Why hast thou ofiended me?" and we shall be left 
without reply.' 

Such reflections as these were peculiarly intensified 
on the days consecrated to the memory of Our Lord's 
sufferings. It was remarked that on these occasions 
the countenance of the Cure d'Ars underwent an entire 
change, his pale face and tearful eye betraying the most 
profound and bitter grief. 

In spite, however, of the inward struggles and trials 
which we have described, the external appearance of 
M. Vianney was generally calm and serene, and the 
tempests which often raged within were not allowed to 
disturb the surface of his life. Whatever aspect the 
heavens presented to his troubled eye — whatever suffer- 
ing weighed upon his weary heart, he went on his way 
with the same light step, the same tranquil and con- 
tented air. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

THE CUni d'aBS and LA SALETTE. 

M. Vlanney's inward sufiFering was often compKcated 
by particular causes, which still further harassed his 
mind and augmented his pain. 

Prominent amongst these were the circumstances 
connected with the celebrated apparition of the Virgin 
Mary to the little Alpine shepherds, reported to have 
taken place at this time. 

On the first announcement of this marvellous event, 
Vianney professed entire faith in Notve-Barae de la 
Salettey and he blessed and distributed a number of 
medals representing the scene of the apparition. *I 
was anxious,' said he, ' to possess myself of a fragment 
of the stone upon which the Holy Virgin stood ; I have 
constantly spoken of this miracle to the Church.' 

In the autumn of 1859 Maximin, one of the young 
shepherds upon whose evidence rested the truth of the 
miracle, came to Ars. It appears that he did not make 
a favourable impression there, but, on the contrary, 
was looked upon as a singularly unattractive and dis* 
agreeable child. This boy had a long conversation 
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with M. Vianney, the consequence of which was, that 
the Cure refused any longer to sign the images of La 
Salette, or to give away the medals. When pressed for 
an explanation of this change of conduct, his invariable 
reply was, 'If what the child told me is true, the 
miracle is disproved/ 

The Abbe Monnin adduces the following conversa- 
tion which took place between M. Vianney and himself 
on this subject, in the presence of a small number of 
witnesses : — 

* <^ Monsieur the Cure, what are we to think concern- 
ing La Salette ? " 

'^' You may think what you like ; it is not an article 
of faith." 

'"May I ask what passed between you and Maximin 
in that conversation which has caused so much agita- 
tion ? What impression did it leave on your mind ? " 

^ '^ If Maximin did not deceive me, he did not see 
the Holy Virgin." 

* ** But, Monsieur the Cure, they say that the Abbe 
Baymond wearied the child with questions, and that it 
was in order to escape from further examination that 
he declared he had seen nothing." 

* " I do not know what M. Eaymond did, but I know 
that I did not weary the child. I merely said, when he 
was brought to me, ^ It is you, then, my friend, who 
saw the Holy Virgin ? ' " 

''' Maximin did not say that he had not seen the 
Holy Virgin ; he said that he had seen a great lady* 
Perhaps there is some mistake underneath this ? " 
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* " N05 my friend, the child told me that this was not 
true : that he had seen nothing." 

* " How did it happen that you did not demand of 
him a public recantation ? " 

*"I said to him, *My child, if you have spoken 
falsely, you must retract.' 'That is not necessary,' 
replied he; *it will be good for the people; many will 
be converted in consequence.' Then he added : ^ I 
wish to make a general confession, and then to enter a 
religious house. When I am in the convent, I shall 
say I have told all, and have nothing more to say.' To 
which I replied : ' My child, that will not do. I must 
consult my Bishop.' 'Ah, well. Sir, consult him, if you 
will ; but it is not worth the pains.' After this Maximin 
made his confession." 

' M. Vianney then added : '^ There is no need to be 
troubled about this matter. If tfie miracle is not true, 
it will fell of itself into discredit. If it is Grod's work^ 
men may try as they will, they will not be able to 
destroy it." 

* " Monsieur the Cure, are you sure that you distinctly 
heard what Maximin said to you ? " 

* " Oh, very sure I Many would maintain that I was 
deaf! . . . What would they not maintain? It 
appears to me that that is not the way to defend the 
truth." 

' Maximin's unequivocal declaration that he had not 
seen the Holy Virgin^ that he had seen nothing, placed 
M. Vianney in a state of the most painful doubt and 
perplexity. The leaning of his heart, as well as his 
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respect for episcopal authority, inclined him to believe 
the miracle. Still, he could not persuade himself that 
be had not heard what had been so clearly and distinctly 
uttered ; and though, when he reflected upon the man- 
date of the Bishop of Grenoble, he was so far influenced 
by the value of his authority as to afljirm that the 
apparition miglit be credited and to permit the pil- 
grimage, he yet struggled hopelessly against the doubts 
suggested to his own mind by the words of Maximin ; 
and when pressed for his own personal opinion, his 
answer still was, " Si ce que V enfant ni^a dit est vrai, 
on ne peut prva y croireJ*^ ' 

This painful state of indecision continued for eight 
years, when, to the infinite satisfaction of his brother 
priests, and to the members of his flock, it was affirmed 
that the fluctuations and uncertainties of the holp Cure 
bad ceased. In the month of October, 1858, M. the 
Abbe Toccanier wrote to a member of the Bar at 
Marseilles, who was known as the author of difi*erent 
writings upon ^ La Salette,' as follows : — 

^ Since my last letter, I have received from M. the 
Cure a clear explanation of his return to his previous 
faith, which had been siaken by the unhappy retracta- 
tion of Maximin. 

* These are the details, which you will rejoice ta 
learn : M. Vianney informed me that he had prayed ta 
God to deliver him from the doubt which he had en- 
deavoured, from respect to episcopal authority, to sup- 
press, but which still harassed his mind. " For fifteen 
days,*' added he, *'I suffered the most painful per- 
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plexity, which only ceased when I said, ^Gredo.\ I 
was then anxious for an opportunity of manifesting my 
faith to a member of the diocese of Grenoble, and the 
next morning a priest entered the sacristy, with, whom 
I was unacquainted, and inquired of me whether it 
were right to believe in La Salette. I replied, ^ Yes.' 
I asked of God a temporal grace, through the inter- 
vention of the Virgin, invoked under the name of La 
Salette. . . • I have obtain e.d it." 

' Notwithstanding, then, the retractation of Maximin, 
M. the Cure d'Ars believes in La Salette.' 

At the same epoch, M. Guillemin, Canon and Vicar- 
General of Belley, was commissioned to make inquiries 
of the Cure concerning the circumstances which had 
influenced his convictions relative to this subject. He 
gives the following report after his visit to Ars for this 
purpose : — 

*M. the Cure d'Ars has endured much disquiet for 
about three months. One night his moral sufferings 
were so intense that he earnestly prayed the Lord for 
deliverance. He thought that he should obtain this 
grace if he performed an act of faith with respect to 
the affair of La Salette, and he accordingly cried out 
'' Credo ! " He was instantly delivered from his pain, 
comme si on lui avait ote un sac de plomb de dessus 
les ^paules. 

*In order to confirm the fact which had taken place, 
M. Vianney prayed that a priest of note, from the 
diocese of Grenoble, might be sent to him. The fol- 
lowing morning, whilst he was in the sacristy, an eccle 
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giastic, who announced himself as the Principal of the 
College of Grenoble, came to him, and, without further 
preamble, proposed to him this question, *' M. the Cure, 
what do you think of La Salette?" M. Vianney re- 
plied, "I believe that not only we may, but that we 
ought, to believe in her." Our Cure has since aflBrmed 
that he has received a particular and signal grace 
through the intercession of Notre-Dame de la Salette.' 

M. the Abbe Grerin, Arch-Priest of the Cathedral of 
Grenoble, who came to Ars, October 12, gives the fol- 
lowing account of the manner in which Vianney received 
him: — 

* I thank you for coming to see me. I have many 
things to tell you concerning Notre-Dame de la Salette. 
I cannot express to you the anguish through which 
my soul has passed. My suflferings have been beyond 
description. 

* At last, in the midst of all this painful agitation, I 
cried out, " CredoJ*^ . . . That instant I recovered the 
peace and tranquillity which I had entirely lost. I be- 
sought of God to send me an instructed and efficient 
priest from Grenoble, to whom I could explain my 
sentiments on this subject. The next day the priest 
came. It would now be impossible for me not to 
believe in La Salette. I demanded signs in order to 
believe. I have obtained them. On peut et on doit 
croire a la Salette,^ 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

INSTALLATION OF THE MISSIONARIES AT ARS. — M. VIANNEY*S 
THIRD AND LAST ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE FROM HIS MINISTRY. 

Towards the close of the episcopacy of Bishop Devie, 
bis thoughts were much occupied in devising plans for 
the future regulation of the Society of Young Mission- 
aries, which had been formed under his auspices. One 
of his projects was to constitute Ars the succursaley as 
it were, of Pont-d'Ain, in order that the young men 
might pass a kind of noviciate, where they would have 
before them the edifying example of the Abbe Vianney. 

The death, however, of this prelate occurred before 
this design could be practically realised, and it was left 
to his successor, the bishop of his choice, to carry his 
wishes ioto eflfect. 

The Abbe Toccanier writes : * I had performed the 
duties of the Annual Retreat — at the Grand College 
of Brou — and was prepared to return to the welcome 
solitude of Pont-d'Ain, when I was informed by my 
superior that the Lord Bishop Chalandon, in fulfilment 
of the intention formed by his revered predecessor, 
designed us for auxiliaries to the Cure d'Ars, and that 
I was to be the first to represent the society in that 



262 THE CURfi D'ARS. 

capacity. The following day I was iDstalled by M. the 
Vicar-General. The Abbe Vianney received me with 
his usual kindness. I remarked, however, a certain 
melancholy in his countenance, and a reserve in his 
manner which was not usual with him.' 

That yearning for solitude, which, however suppressed, 
had yet never ceased to be the darling desire of the 
Cure d'Ars, was at this time revived with fresh energy. 
The change which had taken place at Ars, again ap- 
peared to him to oflFer a favourable occeision for aban- 
doning a ministry, the responsibility of which he felt to 
be more and more burdensome in proportion as his 
fame and reputation increased. 

From his peculiar constitution and character, this 
exceptional ministry brought with it for him peculiar 
and painful trials. It involved the entire abnegation 
of all the preferences of his heart, the complete sacrifice 
of all his natural tastes. The thought of flying to La 
Trappe, to Carmel, to the Grande-Chartreuse, or to 
some remote desert, pour y pleurer sa pauvre vie et 
essayer si le bon Dieu voudrait bien encore lui faire 
misSi^icorde, was for a long time his fixed idea. The 
details of his escape from Ars — when he remained for 
eight days concealed in the paternal home at Dardilly 
— have already been laid before the reader ; three years 
before that attempt he made another effort of the same 
kind. He left his presbytery, on that occasion, on a 
very dark night, and had proceeded as far as the Croix 
des Combes, There he suddenly stopped, and said to 
himself, * Am I at this moment acting according to the 
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will of God ? Would not the conversion of one soul be 
of more worth than all the prayers which I could offer 
up in solitude ? ' The response of his heart, which he 
regarded as the voice of Grod, determined him to retrace 
his footsteps. 

Now, however, that a missionary was placed at Ars, 
he once more resolved to retire to some profound and 
inaccessible retreat, where he would be free from all 
pastoral responsibility, and at leisure to prepare to 
meet his God. 

Accordingly, the day after the installation of M. Toc- 
canier, he made every preparation for his departure. 
In order to this, he was obliged to take into his con- 
fidence his old friend and servant, Catherine Lassagne, 
and also Jeanne Filliat, who, since the suppression of 
the Providence, had shared with her the charge of his 
manage. But though he imposed upon them the 
strictest secrecy, and took every other possible precaution 
to prevent detection, his intention was discovered, his 
flight was intercepted, and a repetition of the same 
scene that had occurred on the former occasion — already 
described — followed ; with this difference, however, that 
this time M. Vianney appeared to be more resolutely 
determined than ever to carry out his purpose. For a 
long while the tears and entreaties of his friends, and 
the grave admonitions of those upon whose judgment 
he was accustomed to rely with humble trust, were 
utterly vain ; he continued inflexible and unwavering. 
It was even asserted by some of the witnesses of this 
scene that the tone of Vianney's voice, and the expres- 
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eion of his countenance — habitually so amiable and 
serene — betrayed a degree of mingled vexation, irony, 
and depression which he had never before manifested, 
and which caused much surprise. 

It would be useless, and only tedious to the reader, 
to go over all the details of the long and painful 
struggle which took place between the obstinate priest 
and his devoted people, in this his third and last at- 
tempt at flight. 

It will, perhaps, be sufficient to say, that he was in 
the end overborne, and induced, at length, to yield to 
what he believed to be a manifestation of the Divine 
will. From this time he regarded the longing of his 
heart for repose in solitude and prayer as a temptation ; 
it was one, however, which rose up under one form or 
another, again and again to trouble him ; and he was 
repeatedly heard to say, ' Que &Hait une chose affreuse 
de passer d^une cure au tribunal de DieuT 
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CHAPTER IX. 

HONOURS CONFERRED UPON M. VIXNNET. — HOMAGE RENDERED 

*T0 HIS PIETY. 

In the meantime the fame and popularity of M. Vianney 
continued to be ever on the increase. It has, indeed, 
been doubted whether any other man in the present 
age has enjoyed so universal a reputation ; and when 
we consider how poorly he was endowed by nature ; 
when we reflect upon that intellectual inferiority, which 
he called his ignorance, we cannot refrain from express- 
ing our astonishment at the extraordinary impression 
which he made upon the Roman Catholic world. 

Whatever was the stage of their religious faith, what- 
ever the class of society to which they belonged, the 
strangers who visited Ars during the lifetime of the 
Cure all carried away with them the same sentiment of 
profound admiration and respect. Even those pilgrims 
who professed no Christian faith, were in a manner 
fascinated and enchained by the marvellous drama 
enacted before their eyes ; and they regarded the sin- 
gular man who performed in it the leading part as a 
perfect model of penitence and charity. 

One individual belonging to this class, a distinguished 
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scholar, but a sceptic, was heard to exclain), in his 
enthusiasm, ^ Je ne crois pas que depuis Vetahle de 
BethleeiUy on ait rien vu de pardU 

A celebrated poet, who had desired to make the 
acquaintance of the Cure d'Ars, was so carried away by 
his emotion after having seen and heard him, that he 
cried out in his presence, ' Jamaia je rCai contemple 
Dieu de siprha!^ 

* It is true, my friend,' replied Vianney, pointing to 
the holy sacrament, exposed upon the altar, ^ it is trae 
God is not far oflF. We behold Him there in the sanc- 
tuary of His love.' 

When the poet continued to address the Cure in 
terms of eulogy, the latter took him by the hand, 
and gently interrupting him, said, ^ My friend, I love 
these words of Saint J * * * :" If men knew us 
better, they would say of us more harm and less good." ' 
The poet then spoke of a church, in the edification of 
which he was interested. *The material church,' re- 
sponded Vianney, ' will certainly be constructed. The 
important consideration is how to raise up the spiritual 
edifice in our hearts, — ^the living tabernacle where the 
Lord will be pleased to dwell.' 

When he had retired, after having received the bless- 
ing of the Cure d'Ars, Jasmin exclaimed, * What a type 
of holiness ! That man is greater than his name !' . . . 

Marceau, the marine missionary, came to Ars, on his 
return from his last voyage to the Islands of the Archi- 
pelago. He was asked what he thought of the venerable 
Cure. If he esteemed him a man of learning. 
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* Of human learning, no,' replied he, * but of divine 
learning, oh, yes. But what strikes me above all,' con- 
tinued he, 'is his beautiful simplicity. In him I have 
seen a little child, such as the Saviour loved, and there- 
fore it is that God is with him.' 

^ On looking over the record of my past experience,' 
writes a priest, ' I find amongst the days which have 
influenced my after life, and which I ought to observe 
with gratitude, the date August 21, 1832, preceded by 
these words : " Visit to Ars." It was then, indeed, that 
I first set my foot upon that hallowed ground, whither 
I have so frequently returned, where I have shed so 
many tears, formed so many resolutions, and of which 
the very name penetrates the depths of my heart.' 

It would be superfluous to dwell upon all the marks 
of love, confidence, and admiration, which were lavished 
upon M. Vianney during his long ministry. The con- 
tinued and ever-increasing conflux of pilgrims at Ars, 
for the space of thirty years, has been sufficiently 
noticed. The names of all the eminent men who were 
attracted thither, it would be impossible to recount. 
The Abbe Monnin states, that curiosity one day prompt- 
ing him to look over the list of visitors at an hotel, he 
found there the most illustrious names in France, 
Belgium, England; distinguished men from London, 
Dublin, Edinburgh, Brussels, Cologne, Munich; tra- 
vellers from the shores of the Mississippi, the Ohio, and 
La Plata. 

We have before us a long list of the names of the 
princes and bishops of the Eomish Church, who came 
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to render their homage to the humble priest of Ars. 
Amongst them is that of the Cardinal de Bonald. He 
bad, during his visit, a long conference with Vianney, 
in his poor chamber. On going out from this confi- 
dential interview, he said to the Abbe Toccanier, * Do 
you know, monsieur, that the Cur^ d'Ars voit lea ques- 
tions de Men haut ? ' 

Some days after his departure, the almoner of his 
Eminence sent to the holy priest a beautiful chaplet, 
blessed by Pius IX., and accompanied by these words : 
' ArSj terre de miracle / . . . Noils n^avons fait qu'y 
toucher^ et son souvenir nous est reste vif et p^^ofond, 
• . . . Peut-itre un jour ce bonheur sera-t-il plus 
complet. tPaime a en garder Vesperance.^ 

The Bishop of Orleans, Mgr. Dupanloup, came several 
times to seek edification at Ars. He confided to some 
friends, that the good Cure had tried to quiet his fears 
relative to his great pastoral responsibility, with these 
words : * There are many bishops in the Martyrology, 
but hardly any cures. It is I, my lord, who have need 
to tremble.' 

Bishop Lyonnet, on his way to take possession of the 
see of Valence, came to ask the blessing of the Cure 
d'Ars. M. Vianney could not bear the idea of seeing a 
bishop kneel before him ; however, as his Superior in- 
sisted, he consented to make upon him the sign of the 
cross ; but falling at the same moment upon his own 
knees, he exclaimed, *My lord, this blessing will re- 
bound upon myself.' 

On the 3rd of May, 1845, whilst crowds of pilgrims 



HOMAGE RENDERED TO HIS PIETY. 269 

yere stationed round the church, awaiting the arrival 
of * the saint/ a simple carriage drove up, and a priest, 
enveloped in a long cloak, descended ; underneath the 
folds of his drapery, however, a white robe was soon dis- 
covered, and every one cried out, * Voila le grand pridv- 
cateurP It was thus that the people of France desig- 
nated the great Dominican, Lacordaire. It was indeed 
he ; and the following day the inhabitants of Ars had 
the infinite delight of seeing the illustrious orator, who 
is said to have thrilled the very hearts of his hearers, and 
whose preaching had just made an almost unparalleled 
sensation at Lyons — listening in the attitude of devout 
attention to the simple discourse of their beloved Cure, 

Vianney dwelt much, On this occasion, on the pecu- 
liar office of the Holy Spirit, and earnestly exhorted 
his hearers to invoke His constant aid, P. Lacordaire 
appeared to be much affected by his earnest and affec- 
tionate address. He remarked afterwards, that if he 
had treated the same subject, he should not have used 
the same terms ; but that he should have been inspired 
by the same sentiments. * This holy priest and I do 
not speak the same language,' said he, ' but I am so 
happy as to be able to testify to myself, that our 
thoughts are agreed.' 

It was now Lacordaire's turn to preach. M. Vianney 
was very solicitous to hear the eloquent monk, and 
pressed him with earnest entreaties. The E. P^re, 
however, only yielded to his wishes, when he was con- 
vinced that, in refusing to do so, he would fail to mani- 
fest his respectful deference, and he still complained at 
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having to speak, when he would fain again have been 
a listener. * I came,' said he, * to seek counsel and in- 
struction.' 

If Lacordaire was impressed by the preaching of 
Vianney, Vianney in his turn was equally astonished 
and enraptured by the eloquence of Lacordaire. The 
elevation of his sentiments, the beauty of his utterance, 
above all, his amazing power of speech, produced upon 
the imagination of the zealous and devoted priest a 
species of enchantment. 

' I can hardly venture to appear again in my pulpit,' 
said he. * I am like the Prince who, after having 
offered his horse to the Pope, did not dare to mount it 
again himself.' 

M. Vianney appears to have been much affected by 
the humble and unaffected demeanour of this celebrated 
man toward himself. 'Do you know what especially 
struck me,' said he, * during the visit of the Pere La- 
cordaire ? It was the idea that all that was greatest in 
science had come to humble itself before all that was 

least in ignorance The two extremes met.' 

On some one's remarking, when the prodigious effect 
of the Conference at Lyons was discussed in his presence, 
that nevertheless few conversions were stated to have 
resulted from them — * There will be an immense result,' 
paid he, * if the preacher has proved to the scholar that 
there exists a higher wisdom than theirs, and to our 
beaux espints, that there are attainments to be acquired 
superior to any to which they have aspired. 

* It is necessary first to discover to them the beauties 
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of the edifice, in order to excite their desire to enter 
into it.' 

Thus the favourable impression left by this memo- 
rable visit was complete and reciprocal. The celebrated 
pilgrim appears to have been much edified by the piety 
of the Cure d'Ars. In referring to the private conver- 
sation that he had with M. Vianney, he affirmed that he 
had gathered from him many useful hints, and much 
positive ground for hope with respect to the re-estab- 
lishment of the Frhres-Precheurs. Ajn^opos to the in- 
struction which he had received from the Cure d'Ars, 
he said : ' La science creuse la vie et ne la comble pas ; 
la piete Villume^ Vel&ve et la rempliV 

Not satisfied with seeing and hearing the Cure d'Ars, 
the pilgrims were all eager to possess themselves of 
some memento of him, some object that he had blessed, 
or an image that he had signed, or anything that had 
belonged to him. 

It had been Vianney's habit, when he left the chapel, 
to place his surplice upon the wall of the churchyard 
till his return ; but he was soon obliged to discontinue 
this practice. It would quickly have been cut into 
fragments by the merciless people. It was the same 
with his hat, which, during the long seances at the con- 
fessional, he could not protect from their rapacious 
hands, and so also with his cassock, which, in like man- 
ner, was attacked and mutilated on every possible 
occasion. Daring his catechisms, women, armed with 
scissors, crept softly behind his stall, and stole away 
locks of his hair. Sometimes, when they pulled too 
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hard^ he would turn round and gently admonish them 
to leave him alone ; but, generally, he did not appear 
to be aware of the feminine frauds which were practised 
behind his back. Leaves were taken out of his brevi- 
ary, till at length he was obliged to keep it concealed 
from the eyes of the pilgrims. His chairs, his table, 
his books, nothing escaped. The very straw was stolen 
from his bed. And even the trees which grew in his 
court-yard, and the little flowers which bloomed in the 
grass that carpeted it, were alike subjected to the cruel 
tax that was levied upon all and everything that lay 
within the sacred precincts of the presbytery. 

The Cure d'Ars never could be brought to consent to 
the earnest and repeated solicitations of the various 
artists, painters, and photographers, who, at different 
periods, came to Ars with the hope of studying, and of 
being able to reproduce his remarkable physiognomy. 

Nevertheless, attempts at his portrait were every- 
where to be seen- Not only were they scattered in rich 
abundance over the village of Ars, but they penetrated 
to the most distant and remote localities, and have been 
found in the chalets of Switzerland, and amongst the 
household gods of the peasants of Uri and of Under- 
walden. 

The continual exhibition of his portrait, which, in 
every guise, and sometimes under the most grotesque 
forms, was affixed to the door of every house in the vil- 
lage, offended the eye and vexed the heart of the Cure. 
In the end, however, he became accustomed to this aa 
to manv other mortifications. 
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Nevertheless, as he took his daily walk from the 
presbytery to the church, pursued by the ovations of 
the multitude that thronged his footsteps, it was re- 
marked that his air was embarrassed, and that he kept 
his eyes carefully bent upon the ground. 

When, through any inadvertency on his part, his un- 
willing glance fell upon one of these ofifensive pictures, 
he would, exclaim, ' Always this vile portrait ! How 
unhappy am I ! On me pend, on me vend ! Poor 
Cured'Ars!' 

In the year 1852, an artist from Avignon, struck by 
Vianney's saintly expression of countenance, succeeded 
iu taking a portrait from memory, which was, before 
the remarkable work of Cabuchet, the best that had 
appeared. 

When it came to the turn of M. Cabuchet, he en- 
sured, as he thought, the success of his enterprise by 
securing in advance the interest and co-operation of 
Bishop Chalandon. Previously to the artist's arrival at 
Ars, that prelate wrote a letter to Vianney, in which he 
earnestly prayed him to consent to sit for his portrait. 
The Cure, however, was still inflexible, and contented 
himself with saying, * I will comply with his lordship's 
request, provided that he will afterwards consent to my 
departure from Ars.' 

Eeduced now to the same condition with those who 
had made the attempt before him, the young artist, 
nevertheless, did not lose courage. 

He attended the catechisms every day, hid him- 
self in the crowded congregation, assumed an air of 

T 
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attention, and modelled his wax in the crown of his 
hat. 

Notwithstanding, however, this irreverent conduct in 
church, Emilien Cabuchet appears to have been a 
devout Catholic. He had not been many days at Ars 
before he expressed his desire to confess to the good 
Father. * Do not betray yourself,' said the missionary 
to whom he first addressed himself; ^and let no one 
suspect your design in coming here ; you would be made 
to do penance by breaking your model.' In spite of 
this caution, however, the pious artist could not refrain 
from informing M. Vianney that he was the author of 
the statue of Saint Vincent de Paul, lately inaugurated 
at Chatillon ; and upon the Cure's courteously congra- 
tulating him, he gathered courage to say, ^ My Father, 
I am ambitious again to do something in order that 
the Lord may be further known and magnified in his 
saints.' M. Vianney at once divined his object, and, 
changing his tone, he exclaimed with some severity, 
* No, my friend, it is useless ; neither for you or for the 
Lord Bishop will I ever consent.' 

A few days after this conversation, when engaged in 
his catechism, the Cure again recognised his penitent, 
who, in order to command a better view of his face, 
had installed himself directly opposite the little plat- 
form from whence he addressed the people. ' Ah I my 
friend,' said he, * you have distracted the attention of 
my people long enough, and of myself also.' 

The patient modeller was not a little disconcerted by 
this apostrophe ; and, though happily his work was now 
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far advanced, he thought it discreet to disappear for a 
few days. When he thought that the circumstance 
was sufficiently eflfaced from the mind of the Cure he 
returned. 

' My friend,' said M. Vianney, when he saw him 
again at his post, ' have you then nothing to occupy 
you at home?' 

* Monsieur the Cure, do you wish to dismiss me from 
your presence?' 

*No, my friend, but I would fain have you excom- 
municated.' 

* What crime have I, then, committed ?' 

* Oh, you know very well. Have you not again dis- 
tracted my attention this morning?' 

' One of the happiest events of my life,' afterwards 
remarked Emilien Cabuchet, Ms to have made the 
acquaintance of the Cure d'Ars. It is necessary to have 
first seen the saints, in order to know how to represent 
them.' 

About this time the camail — which appears to be 
considered a high and honourable distinction in the 
Romish Chiu*ch — ^was conferred upon Vianney by the 
hands of Bishop Chalandon ; and at the same period, 
upon the recommendation of Count Emmanuel de 
Coetlogon, Prefect of Ain, and of the Bishop of Belley, 
and at the request of the Marquis de Castellane, he 
received the Cross of the Legion of Honour, in acknow- 
ledgment of his piety and of the services he had ren- 
dered to the Church. The Cur^ only wore the camail 
upon the ceremony of its reception ; and with respect 

T 2 
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to the cross of honour, those who were the bearers of it 
felt it necessary — in order that they might be able to 
state that he had accepted it — ^to induce in him the 
belief that they were relics which were presented to 
him. * Oh,' said he, with a sigh of disappointment 
when he opened the casket that contained it, ^ is it only 
that?' 

A few days afterwards, when the Prefect of Ain came 
to Ars to congratulate the new chevalier, the Cure said 
to him: *You should have conferred this decoration 
upon a more worthy object.' 

* That would have been difficult,' courteously replied 
M. de Coetlogon. * If the Emperor has bestowed upon 
you the Cross, it is not to honour you, it is to honour 
the Legion of Honour.' 

Apropos to the diflferent honours conferred upon 
Vianney, we must mention, before we close this chapter, 
a curious contest which took place between the in- 
habitants of Ars and Dardilly, respecting the future 
disposition of hia body. 

The people of Dardilly had long looked with jealous 
eye upon the treasure possessed by Ars ; and they now 
began to devise the means for securing something of it 
for themselves. They went to Vianney, and entreated 
him to make his will. They knew well that he reserved 
nothing of all the money which the piety of the faithful 
placed in his hands. What they wanted was something 
far more precious than gold or silver ; and they earnestly 
besought him to bequeath his mortal remains to his 
native parish* The Cure, who did not know how to 
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refuse anything, yielded to their wishes, and made his 
will accordingly. 

The secret transpired — ^the alarm quickly spread, not 
only through the district of Ars, but through the whole 
diocese of Belley. The case was represented to the 
Bishop, who immediately interfered to allay the general 
apprehension. He asked the Cure why he designed to 
abandon, after his death, the parish w ich had for so 
long been the scene of his indefatigable labours? 
What reason he had for desiring that his body should 
rest in Dardilly ? 

' Ah,' replied the Cure, * provided only that my soul 
is with God, I care not where my body rests.' 

The Bishop then preferred his own claim for that 
poor body, and Vianney, distressed and ashamed at all 
these rival pretensions, promised to make another will, 
which he did the day before his death ; when, according 
to the desire of his Bishop, and the wishes of his people, 
he definitely disposed of his remains in favour of the 
parish of Ars. 
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CHAPTER X, 

PENETRATION AND SAGACITY MANIFESTED BY M. VIANNEY 

IN HIS COUNSELS. 

It would, perhaps, be difficult to imagine a more strik- 
ing scene than that which met the eye of the stranger 
at Ars, when the Cure each day made his difficult way 
from the presbytery to the old house of the Providence, 
where the missionaries lodged. As soon as he appeared 
every head was uncovered, and one general and unani- 
mous cry of joy was heard, whilst every eye was turned 
with eager curiosity, or devout admiration, or reveren- 
tial awe, towards the pale and emaciated priest, whose 
presence had power at once to eflface every other 
thought. 

The dense crowds that awaited his appearance now 
thronged his footsteps, only vieing with each other 
which should approach the nearest to his sacred person. 
Sometimes, as it is said to have been the case with the 
saints of old, the devoted people endeavoured to cut oflF 
fragments from his raiment in order to make relics of 
them. Vianney, in the meantime, apparently as much 
unmoved by all these marks of reverence as if they had 
been addressed to some one else, quietly pursued his 
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way, attentive only to the questions by which he was on 
all sides assailed. 

For the edification of the reader we transcribe a few 
of these questions, which, on an occasion such as that 
we are describing, were made in the hearing of the 
Abbe Monnin. 

* Father, my mother is very ill ; some say the case is 
hopeless, others that she may be cured. What are we 
to believe ? ' ^ My father, one of my parents is threat- 
ened with loss of sight, would it be advisable to try the 
effect of an operation ? ' * My father, will my child 
recover ? Will my husband be converted ? Will my 
children be saved ? ' * My father, ought I to increase 
the number of my clerks ? Ought I to abandon my 
business ? Ought I to buy that manufactory ? Ought 
I to live in the country ?'.... ^ My father, tell me 
in what college the temporal and spiritual interests of 
my son would be the best advanced.' ... * My father, 
what are we to believe with respect to La Salette ? Is 
the miracle of Rimini to be credited ? What is your 
opinion of the HerwM of the Mountains f What are 
yre to think of Louis XVII, ? ' 

'My father, what is your opinion of such or such^a 
style of dress ? ' This was a question which it appears 
was frequently addressed to M. Vianney. On one occa- 
sion he received a letter, asking his advice with respect 
to a mode which then threatened to become fashionable, 
and which has since generally prevailed. The subject 
was treated with such exceeding gravity as to amuse 
even the austere priest himself. * Poor ladies,' said he. 
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in speaking of the tyranny of this mode, * they drag 
mountains after them ; they embarrass themselves, and 
they embarrass every one else. It is well that they 
have enlarged the streets, but they have need to enlarge 
the doors also. Poor ladies ! with their fashions they 
suflfer in this life in order to sufifer in the next.' 

When the questions addressed to him were idle or 
indiscreet, or if they wounded his humility, he mani- 
fested his disapprobation by a gentle irony. 

* My father,' said a lady to him, ' I have waited here 
three days without being able to approach you.' * In 
Paradise, my child; we will converse in Paradise.' 
*My father, I have travelled two hundred leagues to 
see you.' * It was not worth while to come so far for 
that.' *My father, but one word.' *My child, you 
have already said twenty.' * My father, is my husband 
in Purgatory ? ' ^ I have not been there.' * My father, 
will you tell me what is my vocation ? ' * Your voca- 
tion, my child, is to go to Heaven.' 

Sometimes, when he divined that it was not the truth 
which his inquirers sought, but rather the satisfaction 
of their curiosity or self-love, his replies were more 
severe. 

'My father,' said a young girl, whose piety he 
thought was tainted by a species of egotism, ' Tell me 
where I should pass my noviciate : with the Dames de 
la Nativite^ or with the Dames du Sacre Coeurl I 
should prefer the former, because they know me.' 

' Alas ! ' replied M. Vianney, ' elhs ne connaissefnJt 
pas grancS chose ! ' 
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Those who came to ask the advice of the Cure d'Ars 
generally reposed with the most unlimited confidence 
upon the wisdom of his decisions. We have before us 
numerous examples of persons who, uncertain with 
respect to the vocation in which they could best serve 
God, needed but one word from him to bring them to a 
fixed and definite purpose, from which they never after- 
wards swerved, and of which they never repented. The 
extraordinary rapidity of his replies, which were often 
uttered before the question was hardly finished, and 
the great promptitude of his decisions, were the more 
remarkable, that M. Vianney was so humble and so 
distrustful of himself; and the subjects agitated were 
frequently of the most grave and solemn importance. 

A lawyer came to Ars, in order to ask the advice of 
the Cure on a diflficult case of conscience, in a matter 
of succession ; the question was ^delicate and compli- 
cated. Vianney at once gave his opinion ; then seeing 
that his inquirer was not convinced, he asked permission 
to consult the ecclesiastics who were that day assembled 
in conference at Ars. Opinions were divided ; many 
pronounced against Vianney, who, according to his 
usual habit, referred the question to the Bishop. The 
Episcopal Council approved his decision, and Mgr. 
Devie in his reply begged him to communicate his letter 
to the solicitor, in order to remove from his mind all 
further disquiet. 

A cure in the diocese of Autun had a very difficult 
and intricate case of justice and of restitution to deter- 
mine. He had taken much pains to inform his mind 
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on the subject, in order to come, if possible, to a de- 
cided opinion ; he had read, reflected, consulted, but all 
in vain : he still continued doubtful and perplexed. In 
this dilemma he came to Ars ; here his question was at 
once resolved, and he felt as if a veil had fallen from 
his eyes. M. Vianney said but one word; still that 
word had been said by no one else, nor had he found 
it in any of the treatises which he had been studying; 
yet so vivid and instantaneous was the light which it 
threw upon the most diflficult point of the question, 
that the astonished priest could not refrain from 
exclaiming, * M. the Cure, where did you learn your 
theology ? ' 

M. Vianney silently pointed to his prie-dieu. 

It would be easy for us to multiply, from the state- 
ments before us, examples of the surprising wisdom 
and penetration of M. Vianney, as manifested not only 
in cases which might seem to lie within the domain 
of his professional knowledge and experience, but also 
in matters where the temporal interests of communities, 
and even of nations, were concerned ; and in questions 
of grave and solemn moment in political science, which, 
though they had risen up to the surface of society, it 
would seem could only be fitly answered by those who 
had endeavoured to sound the depths from which they 
had sprung, and to whom the mysterious laws of human 
thought were no strange study. 

The Abbe Monnin, speaking of the excellent judg- 
ment of M. Vianney, and of the extraordinary influence 
which he exerted over the minds of other men, writes : 
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*— * On Tie peut pas dire que chez le CuH (TArs cette 
sHretS de vue, cette rapiditS de coup d^oeil et cette 
rectitude de sens vinssent d^une grande perspicacity 
naturelle. . . . /Z semblait y avoir plutdt dans 
Vesprit de Vhuirible prStre un type de v6riti, un 
criterium latent mais infaillible; une clef qui lui 
servait a ouvrir les portes du cceur les plus secretes et 
les mieux gardSes ; un fit qui Vaidait a se retrouver 
dans le d^dale des consciences; une corde qui mbrait 
a Vunisson de tout ce qui etait droit et juste, et qui 
resonnait en disaccord de tout ce qui Stait mal et 
inexact 

And again : — ^M. Vianney n^avait dans U cceur ni 
orgueil, ni amhition, ni avarice, et, par consequents 
dans Vesprit ni tmacite, ni faiblesse. II ne courrait 
pas a la lueur vadllante de Pi/magination ; il n^Stait 
pas soumis a la tyrannic des sens. II avail cette 
limpidity et cette justice du regard que donne la puretS 
dHntention, et que Vesprit lui-meme met, avant Vexr- 
p6rience qui nous vient des annSes. Dans tous ses 
jugements la raison etait sa loi, et la volorM de Diew 
son flambeau. Rien n^affermit Us d-marches et ne 
rend le pied sur comme de rC avoir a cceur que la 
justice et la veritL^ 

In admitting, however, the justness of the sentiments 
here expressed, and even in granting, so far as his 
piety is concerned, all that M, Monnin would claim for 
Vianney, we are still at a loss to account for the facility 
with which this man, whose natural capacity was so 
inferior, that even in the days of his youth, and when 
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he felt that his future vocation in life depended upon 
it, he was absolutely incapable of serious study or of 
any sustained application ; we are still at a loss to com- 
prehend by what power such a man was able, at once, 
and with the most perfect facility, to master the most 
difficult and intricate questions, and at a glance, as it 
were, or by one little word, to relieve the perplexity 
and embarrassment of many a one whose mental calibre 
was far superior to his own ; yet such appears, beyond 
a doubt, to have been the case. 

From all quarters men appealed to the holy priest 
for his aid and encouragement in favour of rising 
foundations, new establishments, infant communities, 
literary works, destined sometimes to a great future 
celebrity. With a word he decided a vocation, built a 
monastery, or caused a school, a Providence, an asylum, 
or an hospital to spring from the ground. 

His marvellous penetration and sagacity could per- 
ceive at the first glance the difficulties to be encountered 
in the execution of an enterprise, the reasons for and 
against the undertaking of it. Projects which offered 
no real utility, or which appeared to proceed from an 
indiscreet zeal, he rejected with resolute determination ; 
whilst his warmest sympathy and cordial co-operation 
were always at the service of those institutions of which 
he believed the object to be truly good and Christian; 
and thus, in some way or other, the name of the Cure 
d'Ars is said to be associated with nearly all the great 
works in France which had their rise cotemporaneously 
with his ministry. 
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It was, however, not very easy to induce M, Vianney 
to leave those fields of holy contemplation in which his 
soul delighted to dwell in order to mingle with the 
affairs of men ; and it was often only by patient waiting 
and well-timed questions that his friends succeeded in 
eliciting from him his opinion with respect to the great 
political events of his day. 

Some time after the Congress of Paris a representa- 
tive of the religious press desired to know the opinion 
of M. Vianney with respect to a diplomatic event which 
had disconcerted his patriotism, and of which many 
wise and thinking men dreaded the probable result. 
He addressed himself to M. Monnin, and soon after- 
wards an opportunity of approaching the subject in 
question occurred. It was during a walk which M. 
Vianney was accustomed to take once a year, on the 
day preceding the second F6te-Dieu, in order to inspect 
the preparations for the temporary altars, that the fol- 
lowing conversation, which has been literally transcribed 
by M. Monnin, took place : — 

^M. the Cure, an event is now transpiring in Paris 
which troubles the consciences of Catholics and afflicts 
the friends of the Government. A meeting of the 
plenipotentiaries of Europe has taken place, and words 
have been uttered which threaten a change in the im- 
perial policy with relation to the Holy See. What is 
your opinion of this ? ' 

* My friend, if we were righteous, those who rule us 
would be righteous also ; but God sometimes makes use 
of kings to chastise nations,' 
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• Is it your opinion that the Emperor will withdraw 
his troops from Bome ? ' 

• No, my friend ; it is that which constitutes his 
strength. His soldiers defend him better in Kome than 
in Paris** 

• It has been suggested that you could perhaps warn 
le Pouvovr ? ' 

M. Vianney made a gesture which seemed to say, 
Who am I, to give such warnings ? Then he added, 
' A drop of ink would do that.' 

M. Monnin regrets that that drop of ink was not ex- 
pended. He thinks it might have spared the rivers of 
blood which were afterwards shed, and prevented those 
tears, * terribles a ceux qui lea font couler,^ 

The war in Italy was a source of profound grief to 
M. Vianney. To see two Catholic nations engaged in 
mortal conflict, the armies of the cross dyeing with their 
blood a Catholic soil, afflicted his very soul ; and he 
dreaded lest the warfare, carried on beyond the Alps, 
should reach the home of him whom he regarded as the 
father of the Christian family. . 

He knew that the cause defended by his country was 
that of a Grovernment which had failed in its allegiance 
to the Church of Eome ; and he regretted that France 
had not made the condition of her alliance, the recon- 
ciliation of that Government with the * Mother Church.' 
As the struggle was prolonged, his trouble and anxiety 
increased. He wept bitterly during the Te Dernn which 
was sung after the battles of Magenta and Solferino; 
and when asked by his friends, a few days before the 
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peace of Villafranca, how long this war would last, his 
answer was, ' As long as our sins.' 

When, a short time after the much-desired peace be- 
tween the Emperors had been concluded, Vianney and 
his friends were mutually congratulating each other, 
and indulging in the bright hopes inspired by this 
union between two great Catholic Powers, he suddenly 
interrupted the cheerful conversation by a deep sigh, 
and exclaimed, ' Ah! mon ami, ce n^est jpasjini.^ 
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CHAPTEE XL 

FURTHER DETAILS OF M. VIANNET IN HIS CAPACITY OF 

CONFESSOR. 

We have already remarked that, out of the eighteen or 
twenty hours which constituted M. Vianney's working 
day, sixteen were passed at the confessional, and this, 
not for a week or a month, but for more than thirty 
years — ^for a lifetime ! 

It is very diflScult to comprehend how he supported 
these long stances, with all the other labours of his 
mortified life, without being utterly prostrated by 
fatigue. It appears, however, that his faculties retained 
all their vigour and freshness to the very end of his 
long and arduous career. 

M. Vianney generally left his church at seven o'clock 
in the evening, in winter, and at nine in summer ; and 
at midnight, or sometimes at one o'clock in the morn- 
ing, he again returned to recommence his unwearied task. 

So dense was the crowd which at all times thronged 
the precincts of his chapel, that individuals have been 
known to pass several nights at a time under the porch, 
without being able to advance one step towards that 
sacred spot where they expected to leave all their sor- 
rows, and to be absolved from all their sins. 
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When, at six or seven o'clock in the morning, the 
Cure d'Ars left the confessional, in order to approach 
the altar, the congregation was so closely packed, that 
the services of a kind of temporary police were abso- 
lutely necessary to make a passage for him, and to 
secure his personal safety. At ten o'clock he shut him- 
self up in the sacristy, where he passed a short time in 
private devotion ; after which, he confessed the invalids 
and those whose stay at Ars was unavoidably limited. 
At eleven o'clock he had his catechism ; when it was 
over, and he descended the little pulpit, from whence he 
had addressed his hearers, he was more closely besieged 
than ever by the devoted people ; and it was not with- 
out diflSculty that the two men, whose attendance was 
almost constantly necessary, in order to keep some check 
upon the crowded audience, it was not without difficulty 
that they were able to pierce a way for him through that 
human rampart, and conduct him in safety to one of 
the little chapels at the further end of the church, 
where he confessed some of the pilgrims. When, after 
his hasty repast, and his daily visit to the missionaries, 
which also occupied but a few moments, the Cure re- 
turned to the church, he again passed through two lines 
of living fortifications, which had been reformed during 
his short absence, and which became, more and more 
compact in proportion as he advanced. As soon as he 
was safely installed in his chapel, which was often a 
work of considerable difficulty, he recited his vespers 
on his knees ; after which he again confessed the pil- 
grims until five o'clock 

u 



290 THE CURfi D'aBS. 

It might be supposed that the continual and absorb- 
ing labours of the Cure d'Ars must have rendered it 
impossible for him to give his undivided attention to 
each individual ; but it was not so. There was not one 
penitent who might not have believed himself the 
special object of his solicitude. In the midst of that 
dense multitude which appeared to be constantly on 
the point of breaking through all restraint, and mani- 
festing some violent display of feeling, he listened to the 
individual kneeling before him as if there were nothing 
else to engage his attention. He possessed, it seems, that 
rare faculty of being able to concentrate every thought 
and feeling upon the labour of the present moment. 
The past he abandoned to the mercy, the future to the 
providence, of God. It is true that in order to be able 
to see all, he devoted but a few moments at a time to 
each of the penitents ; but those few moments produjced 
the most extraordinary eflfects. Many of the pilgi'ims 
affirmed that the first moment their eyes met those of 
the holy pi^iesty they felt, as it were, carried off their 
feet, and lifted to so great a height above all the miser- 
ies of this world, as to become entirely indifferent to 
them. Others, that they felt themselves transported 
into limitless space, and borne up without effort to those 
blessed regions from whence God looks down upon the 
affairs of men, embracing, at the same moment, uni- 
versal space and infinite time, and beholding the ulti- 
mate triumph of His justice and mercy. 

M. Vianney is said to have possessed the most extra- 
ordinary power of penetrating the thoughts and of 
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reading the hearts of others. M. Monnin states many 
instances where he discovered to the penitents his 
knowledge of circumstances which they had wished to 
conceal from him, and which, it appeared, could not 
have been divulged by any natural means, whilst he re- 
proached them for making only half a confession. 

A highwayman, the terror of travellers, who had long 
haunted the roads and highways for the purposes of 
robbery and plunder, and who was known to have per- 
petrated many frightful crimes and excesses, suddenly 
became the victim of a severe and painful illness. In 
his extremity, he was told that those invalids who went 
to Ars immediately obtained their cure ; and he deter- 
mined, as he said, to try his chance also. Accordingly, 
he presented himself to the Cure. Vianney at first 
refused to receive him ; and the indignant suppliant 
was preparing to take his departure, when the idea 
occurred to him to make yet another effort, and he re- 
turned to the church. M. Vianney saw him, and caused 
him to be summoned to his presence. He entered the 
sacristy, saying to himself, ' M. the Cure will have me 
confess, but I can do that according to my own idea.' 
When he had made his pretended confession, M. Vian- 
ney, who had hitherto kept silence, said, *Is that all?' 
' Yes,' replied the penitent. ' But,' responded the saga- 
cious priest, * you have not told me that on such a day, 
in such a place, you committed such a crime.' He 
then related to hi& astonished hearer the whole history 
of his life, and with more exactness of detail than he 
himself could have recorded it. 

u2 
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It is affirmed that this extraordinary revelation so 
deeply affected the guilty man, that he at once became 
a true penitent ; and that not only he left Ars cured of 
his bodily disease, but the subject also of a true and 
lasting conversion of heart. 

A lady, who for twenty years was under the direction 
of M. Vianney, states that she never sustained any trial 
or affliction without receiving from him a previous 
warning of its approach. Sometimes she did not imder- 
stand the prophetic meaning of his words till the blow 
had struck. On other occasions he was more clear. 
*My daughter,' said he one day, *call up all your 
strength, you are about to pass through great trials.' 
In six months the unhappy mother had lost her two 
sons. • . . 

An old man, who had long neglected every religious 
observance, came to Ars. He was a stranger in the 
parish, and no one knew how long it was since he had 
confessed. The Cure entreated him with tears to per- 
form this duty. He resisted. M. Vianney, laying his 
hand on the heart of the stranger, said kindly, * There 
is some obstacle there. How long is it since you have 
confessed ? ' * Forty years.' ' My friend,' replied the 
Cure, * it is more than that, it is forty-four years.' 

Numerous such statements as these could be adduced, 
did we not fear to weary our readers by too much 
repetition, as also many examples of sinners to whom 
M. Vianney, after their confession, made the following 
repioaches : — * You have not told everything ; you have 
not spoken of that fault. . . • You have not declared 
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that up to this time you have deceived your confessors ; 
that you were at such a place, with such a person, at 
such a time — that you committed such a fault, yielded 
to such a temptation.' To others he simply said, * That 
is not all ; you have still something to say, or you have 
yet one fault to confess.' 

Not a day passed in which M. Vianney, discovering 
in the crowd some sinner more guilty, more blind, or 
more hardened than the rest, did not sign to him to 
approach, or, taking him kindly by the hand, gently 
lead him to the confessional. M. Monnin states that 
the principal conversions effected at Ars were the fruit 
of these direct and afifectionate appeals. 
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CHAPTER XIL 
M. vianney's style and manner of conveying 

INSTRUCTION. 

* What master had you in theology ? ' said one to M. 
Vianney, in a slightly ironical tone. 

' The same with Saint Peter/ replied he, simply. 

It has already been made sufficiently evident to the 
reader that the marvellous influence exercised by M. 
Vianney over his immense congregations was not the 
result of science, or scholastic attainments, or intel- 
lectual superiority. The charm of his eloquence did 
not consist in the chiselled language of classical lore ; 
he knew nothing of the arrangement of periods, the 
harmony of words and syllables. He spoke in his 
native idiom, that is to say, in the unstudied and im- 
perfect French common to the people of the country. 
Nevertheless, his presence alone seemed to act like a 
spell upon his audience. When he appeared in the 
pulpit, every breath was hushed and every eye fixed 
upon that frail and emaciated figure, that face at- 
tenuated almost to transparency, those eloquent and 
piercing eyes, which are said to have possessed the 
power of penetrating the very soul of all who confronted 
them. When he commenced his discourse, and, in his 
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peculiar manner, with sudden spontaneity uttered his 
sublime and original thoughts, the rapt and excited 
people believed themselves in the presence of one of 
the ancient prophets, uttering his message in the lan- 
guage of inspiration. 

It would, indeed, be impossible to describe, except 
by its results, the impression produced by the preaching 
of this extraordinary man. Men of the world, who 
entered his church to satisfy their idle curiosity, left 
it in tears of sorrow and contrition. 

Others, who had been accustomed to scoff at religion, 
and who believed that the unique ministry of the Cure 
d'Ars would furnish food for their impious mirth, were 
seen to retire, at the close of his address, overwhelmed 
with confusion, and deeply convinced of their own sin 
and misery. 

An eminent physician, at the time an unbeliever, re- 
lates that when he first heard the Cure d'Ars, he had 
no idea of the spectacle which awaited him ; and that 
when M. Vianney commenced his catechism, he was 
seized with an uncontrollable desire to laugh ; not wish- 
ing, however, to scandalise the devout congregation that 
surrounded him, he hid his face in his hands. At the 
end of five minutes, he continues to state, all inclina- 
tion to merriment had abandoned him, and tears, 
earnest tears, were rapidly coursing each other down 
his cheeks. What he heard was so different from what 
he bad imagined, that he thought himself in a dream. 

The only preparatory labour to which M. Vianney 
applied himself previous to his public exhortations was 
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to that of prayer and meditation. From the confes- 
sional he passed directly, and without delay, to the 
pulpit And yet it is said nothing could surpass the 
ease, readiness, and assurance with which he appeared 
in his capacity of preacher. This, perhaps, arose in a 
great measure from his entire forgetfulness of himself 
and from his consequent indifference as to what others 
might say or think of him. Whoever composed his 
audience, though bishops and princes of the Church, 
and other illustrious persons, were mingled with the 
crowds that thronged his pulpit, he never betrayed the 
least emotion or embarrassment. And we believe that 
if his whole congregation had been formed of popes, 
and kings, and cardinals, it would have been just the 
same ; he would have said neither more nor less. 

Though of so timid and modest a nature, when he 
passed through the closely-packed population assembled 
in his church at the hour of his catechism he was no 
longer the same man. He had the air of a conqueror ; 
with his heard erect, his countenance radiant, his eye 
absolutely dazzling in its lustre. 

' You have never felt afraid of your congregation ? ' 
asked a friend one day. ' No,' replied Vianney ; * on 
the contrary, the larger my audience so much the 
happier am L' 

It is a singular fact that, though M. Vianney was 
always forward to proclaim his own ignorance, and 
could lay himself open with the utmost indifference to 
the criticisms of the learned by his unscholarly style, 
and by the frequent violence which he did to the rules 
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of grammar and syntax — ^it is a singular fact that he 
was yet peculiarly alive to the attraction of superior 
intelligence and cultivated faculties in oth'ers. The 
highest praise that he could bestow upon any one was to 
say, qu^U avail de Veaprit And when the good qualities 
of a priest or a layman were enumerated in his presence, 
he hardly ever failed to complete the panegyric by these 
words : * Ge guefaime bien surtout, c^est quHl eat savanV 
The gifts of rhetorical skill he especially admired and 
appreciated ; and he often blessed Grod for having be- 
stowed these beautiful talents upon other men, though 
he seemed to disdain them for himseK. 

But, whatever may have been the critical inaccuracies 
or grammatical defects of Vianney's peculiar mode of 
expressing himself, it must, nevertheless, have possessed 
some great and extraordinary attraction; or how else 
can we account for the amazing effect which his words 
produced, the irresistible authority with which he 
seemed to carry everything before him, and which it 
appears none were able to withstand? On this subject 
M, Monnin writes : — 

*The language of the Cure d'Ars was sudden and 
impulsive. He discharged his thoughts like an arrow 
from the bow, and with them his whole soul. In these 
effusions, where the pathetic, the profound, and the 
sublime were found side by side with the simple and 
the homely, the most striking and beautiful thoughts 
were expressed ; and if the phraseology of M. Vianney 
was accompanied by grammatical carelessness, it pos- 
sessed also all the spontaneity and all the charm of 
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originality. We have often tried to write down at the 
moment what we heard, but it has been impossible to 
seize and give form to the sentiments which have most 
deeply affected us. The wind does not record what it 
murmws in the dome of the forest ; the sea does not 
transcribe what she whispers on her shores ; and, in the 
same manner, what is most divine in the heart of man 
cannot be inscribed with pen and ink.' 

M. Monnin has, however, contrived to seize and put 
on paper some of these fugitive thoughts, and from the 
examples which he adduces we transcribe the follow- 
ing:— 

* The earth is a bridge, upon which we pass over the 
water ; its sole use is to support our feet. . . • We 
are in the world, but we are not of the world, since we 
say every day, " Our Father^ which art in heaven.^ 
. . . We must, then, await our reward till we are 
at home in the paternal house ; that is why Christians 
are exposed to crosses, contradictions, adversities, scorn, 
calumnies. So much the better 1 , . . But this 
surprises them; they think that if they love Grod a 
little, they ought to be exempt from all trial, free from 
all suffering. We say, there is one who is ungodly, 
and, behold, everything goes well with him! whilst 
with me, do what I will, everything goes ill. This is 
because we so little comprehend the value and the 
privilege of affliction. Men say, sometimes, God 
chastises those whom He loves ; but this is not true. 
Trials are not chastisements for those whoitv God loves, 
they are mercies. . . . We should not think of 
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the toil, but of the recompense. A merchant does not 
reflect so much upon the pain and labour which his 
business costs him, as upon the profits which he expects 
to draw from it. What are twenty years, thirty years, 
compared with eternity ? And what have we to suffer ? 
A few humiliations and a few offences— biting words. 
Cda ne tue pas. 

* We are much — ^and we are nothing : there is nothing 
greater than man, and nothing smaller ; there is nothing 
greater, when we consider his soul, and nothing smaller, 
when we consider his body. . . . Man occupies 
himself about his body, as if he had only that to care 
for, when, in fact, he has only that to despise. . . 

' Without the death of Jesus Christ, the united efforts 
of every man that has ever existed would be unable to 
expiate one sin, even the smallest untruth. 

* In this world men throw a veil over Heaven and 
Hell. Over Heaven, because, if we knew its beauty, we 
should abandon the world, and seek at all costs to 
gain it. Over Hell, because, if we knew the anguish 
which is there endured, we should endeavour at all 
costs to escape it. 

' In Heaven, Grod will place us as an architect places 
the stones in a building : every one will have the pla^e 
for which he is fitted. 

* There are those who have lost all faith, and wh 
will only believe in Hell when they find themselve 
there. 

* It is not Grod who dooms us to eternal torment ; it is 
we who doom ourselves. The lost do not accuse God ; 
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they accuse themselves. They say, I have lost God, my 
soul, and Heaven through my own fault. ... No 
one has ever perished because their guilt was too great 
to be pardoned ; but many have perished in consequence 
of one unrepented sin. 

* If a lost soul could say, *' My Father, I love you I " 
there would be no more hell for that soul ; but, alas ! 
that poor soul has lost the power of loving \^ich it 
received from God, but which it has not exerted. There 
is no more happiness for that soul, no more peace, 
because there is no more love. 

' If the poor lost souls had only the time which we 
throw away, what a good use they would make of it. 
If they had but half an hour, that half-hour would 
depopulate hell. 

* If we rightly understood our privileges, we might 
almost esteem ourselves happier than the saints in 
heaven; they live upon their revenues, but we may 
each moment increase our treasure. 

^ Our sins are as a grain of sand, by the side of the 
mountain of God's mercies. 

* Good Christians are like birds with large wings and 
small claws, and which never touch the ground, lest 
they should be taken, and not able to mount up again. 
They make their nests upon the summits of rocks, the 
roofs of houses, and other elevated places ; and so the 
Christian should always keep upon the heights. As 
soon as we allow our thoughts to gravitate towards the 
earth, we too are seized and taken. 

*A pure soul is like a beautiful pearl; whilst it is hid 
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in its shell in the depths of the sea, no one thinks of 
admiring it; but if you submit it to the rays of the 
sun, all eyes are attracted by its brilliancy. It is thus 
that a pure soul, which is now hidden from the eyes of 
the worid, will one day shine forth before the angels in 
the light of eternity.' 



302 THE CURfi D'ARS. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

EFFECT PRODUCED BY M. VIANNEy's PREACHING. 

CrREAT as was the eflfect produced by the teaching of 
the Cur6 d'Ars at all times, it is said that those who 
had only heard him in his catechisms could but half 
appreciate him ; that it was in his homilies or sermons 
that his soul took its highest flight, and the rapture 
and enthusiasm of his hearers reached its climax. 

On these occasions it was more difficult than ever, 
even in anticipating the hour, and waiting long for the 
opening of the church door, to secure a place in the 
pressed and impenetrable ranks of that vast multitude, 
where every class and condition were mingled together, 
and which, like the pilgrimage, oflFered the strangest 
variety of social and national distinctions. 

In spite, however, of the heterogeneous elements 
which composed his great audiences, the Cure d'Ars 
knew how to unite them all in one bond of common 
sympathy — in one action of rapt and earnest attention. 

What added not a little to the eloquence of the 
speech of M. Vianney was the eloquence of his phy- 
siognomy. The large forehead, the venerable head 
surroimded by a halo of silver hair, the extraordinary 
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spirituality of his expression, above all, the singular 
light of his penetrating eye, combined to form a species 
of fascination under the spell of which the proudest 
spirits unresistingly bent, and scepticism declared itself 
vanquished. 

To give the reader some idea of the manner of his 
Sunday preaching, and of the effect which it produced, 
we adduce the following extracts from the account of the 
author of * Souvenirs de deux Pelerinagea a ArsJ* ^ The 
day we heard M. Vianney, he chose for his text these 
words : ^^Seek yejirst the Kingdom of God atidHis right- 
eousness, and all these things shall be added unto yon!'* 
What simplicity and elevation of soul I What seraphic 
enthusiasm in his words and actions ! The tone of his 
voice at once excited sympathy and tenderness. It 
was not the voice of a man, or of a woman, nor yet of 
a child — though it most resembled the two latter ; 
coming more from the head than the throat. It became, 
in proportion as M. Vianney grew more animated, so 
high and shrill, that an inward trembling crept through 
me as I listened. His discourse, certainly, was not dis- 
tinguished by order, or method, or form, but it was dis- 
tinguished by an evident faith, a penetrating accent, by 
words of truth, and transports of love. In listening to 
him, it was difficult not to recognise the soul of a saint, 
unfettered by any other rule or measure than by that 
of a supernatural inspiration. 

*The audience appeared to be under the influence 
of the most profound emotion. Sometimes his hearers 
seemed to be raised altogether above this world, and to 
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be already transported into the regions of everlasting 
light. His speech was full of holy inspiration. A 
hundred times he uttered the same things, and a hun- 
dred times he gave them a diflFerent form. No one 
could repeat what he heard ; but every one's heart was 
penetrated. ... A text from the Grospel was for him 
a fire, which he ignited ; a luminary, of which he as- 
sembled the rays ; an incense, of which he endeavoured 
to multiply the perfumes; no bitter reproaches or 
sharp rebukes ever came from his lips. The sword of 
the word he seldom handled. If he painted the ter- 
rible realities of another life, it was with a cry of love 
that he finished. He preferred to point out the infinite 
mercy of God, and His incomprehensible love. Some- 
times moments occurred when no one dared to look at 
him ; when even pious curiosity felt abashed, and every 
eye was bent before him, dominated as it were by a 
mingled sentiment of humility and veneration.' 

The great impression produced by M. Vianney's 
preaching arose, doubtless, in no small measure from 
the lively feeling and the deep emotion which he him- 
self evinced, and which, by the mysterious law of moral 
contagion, was conveyed to the hearts of his hearers. 

On one occasion, when he had taken for his subject 
the transfiguration of Christ, the idea of the rapture of 
the disciples on Mount Thabor, brought so forcibly to 
his mind the future blessedness of the soul called to 
the contemplation of the glorified humanity of Our 
Lord in Heaven, that, in a transport of delight, he cried 
out, 'We shall see Him — we shall see Him! Oh, 
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brethren, have you ever thought of that? We shall 
see God ; we shall see Him as He is . • • face to 
face : ' and for a quarter of an hour, he did not cease to 
weep, repeating over and over the same words, * We 
shall see Him — we shall see Him 1 ' 

Another time, when the Last Judgment formed the 
theme of his discourse, at the words of the terrible 
sentence, he burst into tears and groans, and could only 
repeat, * Cursed of God ! Brethren, do you understand ? 
Cursed by a God who would only bless. Cursed by a 
God who only desires to love and pardon. Cursed with- 
out remission. Cursed for ever. Ah, what a terrible 
doom !' The congregation were transfixed. 

In 1830, having learned that in some parts of France 
the crosses had been pulled down : ' They may do what 
they will,' he cried, in the midst of his exhortation, and 
with a movement of indignation, which made a lively 
impression upon his audience, ^ They may do what they 
will, the cross is stronger than they ; they cannot over- 
throw it. . , , When Our Lord appears upon the 
clouds of Heaven, they will not be able to wrest it from 
His hand.' 

Three years afterwards, when the cholera had visited 
Marseilles, Paris, and menaced Lyons, the Cure d Ars 
commenced his sermon with these words : ^ My breth- 
ren, — Dieu eat en train de balayer le monde.^ It is 
stated that these simple words, and the tone in which 
they were pronounced, so powerfully affected an artist 
who was present, that from that moment he was an 
altered and a better man. 

X 
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The following extracts are transcribed from the frag- 
ment now before us of a sermon preached by M. 
Vianney on the last Sunday in the year. 

* The world passes away, and we pass away with it. 
Kings, emperors, all disappear, all are engulphed in 
that eternity from whence no man returns. One thing 
only is of moment, that is, to save the soul. . . . Grod 
has placed us for a little time in this world in order to 
exercise our faith and love, but no one reniains here. 
If we were wise we should never cease to lift our eyes 
towards Heaven, our true country; but, on the con- 
trary, we allow ourselves to be carried hither and thither 
by the world, by riches, by temporal enjoyments, and 
we little heed the only thing which should occupy our 
thoughts. 

* Look at the saints, how detached they were from 
this world and from all material considerations ; with 
what contempt and indifference they regarded all earthly 
things ! A holy monk, having lost his parents, suddenly 
found himself the possessor of great wealth* " How 
long," he asked of the friends who brought him this 
news, " how long is it since my parents died ? " " Three 
weeks," they replied. *' Tell me if a person who is 
dead can inherit ? " " Assuredly not." " Ah, well 
then, I, who have been dead twenty years cannot pos- 
sibly inherit from those who have been dead only three 
weeks." Ah, the saints understood the nothingness, the 
vanity of this world, and the happiness of forsaking all 
for the bright hope of eternal blessedness. 
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' Go from world to world, from kingdom to kingdom, 
from riches to riches, from pleasure to pleasure, you 
will never find your happiness. The entire universe 
could no more satisfy an immortal soul than a grain of 
wheat could satisfy the craving appetite of a starving 
man. 

* When the Apostles had seen their Lord go up to 
Heaven, they found the world so melancholy, so vile 
and contemptible without Him, that they gladly wel- 
comed the suflFering death which would take them 
quickly out of it and once more unite them to their 
dear Master. ... 

' Our Lord recompensed the saints by sensibly reveal- 
ing Himself to them. Thus, Saint Stephen, whilst they 
stoned him, saw Heaven open over his head. Saint 
Paul was rapt in ecstasy, and saw what it was not pos- 
sible for human tongue to describe : Saint Teresa saw 
Heaven, and declared that ever after the world and 
everything in it appeared to her but as dust and 
dross. . . . 

*My children, let us console ourselves with these 
thoughts. In Heaven we shall be with Grod, who is 
our Father; with Jesus Christ, who is our brother 

• . . With the saints and angels, who are our friends. 

• . . • 

* A king in his last moments said with regret, " I 
must then resign my kingdom, and go to a country 
where I know no one.'^ This was because he had never 
dwelt upon the happiness of Heaven, or sought a fitness 
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for its enjoyment. . • . Brethren, let us not fail now to 
make for ourselves friends, whom we shall meet after 
death in that blessed abode ! And then we shall have 
no cause, like this unhappy being, to fear that we shall 
know no one there,' 
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BOOK V. 

tRITATE LIFE OF M. VIANNEr. 



CHAPTER L 



PORTRAIT OF M. VIANNEY. 



"We have endeavoured to give the reader some idea of 
the extraordinary impression produced upon the pil- 
grims by the first appearance of M. Vianney ; although, 
in many respects, his outward person was little calcu- 
lated to attract the attention of the vulgar. 

The Cure d'Ars was small in stature ; his form was 
slender ; his complexion, while it indicated a certain 
vigour of constitution^ conveyed at the same time the 
' idea of a highly nervous nature. 

Age, and his long and laborious career, had in no degree 
diminished his extraordinary activity of mind and body. 
It was still the same elastic step ; the same quick and 
rapid movement;, and still he retained in their full 
vigour all those faculties which had been so hardly and 
severely taxed during the whole of his ministerial life. 

His hearing, his sight, and his memory were as fresh 
and as acute as in the days of his youth ; and although 
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his frame was so attenuated that he hardly seemed to 
possess a material body, still his health was unimpaired, 
and his power of endurance so great, that in the minds 
of the admiring people it could only be accounted for 
by adding — ^as we have seen — yet another to the many 
miracles of Ars. 

His long and angular face, which bore sad evidence 
to the unceasing fasts and mortifications to which be 
condemned himself, was slightly inclined upon his 
breast, from the constant habit of prayer and adora- 
tion. His white hair fell in abundant locks around his 
venerable countenance, which, according to the state- 
ments before us, was expressive of an almost super- 
human saintliness and piety. 

It would indeed be difficult, except for those who fell 
under the spell of its influence, to give the reader an 
idea of the sentiments of reverence and admiration in- 
spired by the mere aspect of this extraordinary man ; 
and we therefore conclude this subject by transcribing 
a few passages from the portrait drawn by his friend 
and close observer, the Abbe Monnin : — 

* Upon this worn and emaciated face nothing earthly 
or human could be discovered ; nothing could be there 
descried but the impress of divine grace which wa3 
stamped upon it. It was like the fragile and trans- 
parent covering of a spirit that no .longer belonged to 
this world. . * . . The expression of the eye — that 
mirror of the soul — was in M. Vianney like a blaze of 
supernatural fire, which varied in light and intensity 
according to the subjects which he treated : dilating and 
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sparkling with animation when he spoke of the love of 
God; veiled and shaded by tears when sin was the 
theme of his discourse. Alternately serene and pro- 
found, terrible and caressing, vivacious and grave, the 
Cure d'Ars possessed that mysterious and attractive 
power which the Saviour gives to those whose eyes 
are constantly turned towards Him. And yet, remark- 
able fact! that look, which had power to penetrate 
every heart, and to scrutinise every conscience, never 
inspired other feelings than those of reverence and 
aflfection. 

* It was easy to divine, from the sweet serenity of M. 
Vianney's countenance, the inward peace which he 
enjoyed ; and yet its natural and most familiar expres- 
sion when in repose was that peculiar melancholy which 
results from the habitual contemplation of invisible 
things. The unceasing contact with so much sin, the 
perpetual aspect of so much suffering, augmented this 
tendency, and plunged him at times into the deepest 
dejection. Still the sad thoughts which often harassed 
bis mind, and which were so vividly reflected upon his 
speaking face, at once gave way before the call of duty ; 
and when he came forth to address the people, or to 
resume his ministerial work, he presented himself, 
*^ gracieuaement om6 de P Esprit SainV^ — to use the 
words of an ancient Father of the Church — with a ready 
counsel and a glad smile for every one who addressed 
him.' 

An extraordinary likeness has been generally re- 
marked to have existed between M. Vianney and Vol- 
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taire. This likeness, however, is entirely confined to 
the form of the head and features* The physiognomy 
of these two remarkable individuals is said to have 
offered a contrast no less striking than their external 
resemblance. 
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CHAPTER II. 

AMIABLE QUALITIES OF M. VIANNET. HIS CHEERFULNESS 

AND VIVACITT. 

* The Cure d'Ars is good and saintly,' remarked one in 
the presence of a learned professor of philosophy, * but 
that is all.' 

* That is not all,' replied the scholar ; ' he has know- 
ledge, great knowledge. He manifests it in his con- 
versations, upon every class of subject — upon Grod, upon 
the world, upon men, and upon things — upon the pre- 
sent and upon the past. Oh, how clear and beautiful 
is the vision of those who see everything in and through 
the Spirit of God! To what heights of wisdom and 
reason faith raises us I' 

Although his life wa& so absorbed by the duties of 
hi§ ministry, the Cure d'Ars yet never listened with 
indifference to any of the political questions of the day, 
in which, whether directly or indirectly, the interests 
of religious and social order were concerned. We have 
already remarked upon the clearness of his judgments, 
and the extraordinary sagacity which he manifested in 
his decisions upon subjects of the most varied, and 
often complicated, character. A man distinguished for 
his talents and powers of discernment, after an interview 
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with M. Vianney, writes : ' We have been astonished 
at the progressive mind of your saint* How wonderful 
is the power of holiness. To what sublime heights can 
it raise the ideas of the lowliest and most humble of 
men!' 

It may be thought that this man, so austere towards 
himself, whose whole life was an almost iminterrupted 
series of penances and mortifications : it may be thought 
that not only would such a man take no part himself 
in any lively or sportive conversation, but that none 
such could be carried on in his presence : this, however, 
was very far from being the case* The Cure d'Ars 
possessed much natural vivacity of mind, and we 
imagine, also, a keen sense of the witty and humorous. 
When, in his short intervals of repose, he was in the 
society of those priests or lay friends whom he knew 
and loved, he could not only be gay and animated, but 
even mirthful ; and though it has been said of him that 
he was never known to laugh, still, his lively sallies and 
clever repartees, with his sweet and ready smile, often 
encouraged the merriment of others; and he never 
failed to bring into the little circle, of which he formed 
the centre, a sense of social enjoyment, loving sympathy, 
and intellectual life, which enabled his devoted brother 
labourers to forget all their toils, and, with renewed 
cheerfulness and patient energy, to recommence their 
daily task. 

M. Vianney was endowed with an acute sensibility. 
Events which would but slightly affect others, often 
told upon his sensitive heart with poignant and cruel 
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severity. The death of his good and true friend 
Madlle. Ars — which occurred about this time — was a 
source of profound grief to him, and he never ceased to 
bear her in his memory with sentiments of the most 
tender veneration and regret. 

When he made his first visit to the new inhabitants 
of the castle, he could not control an outburst of sorrow. 
' Poor demoiselle,' cried he, ' oh, how grievous to see her 
no longer in the church. . . . Dans son pauvre banc! ^ 
. . . Then, fearing that he had failed in delicacy 
towards the inheritors of his benefactress, he at once 
reproached himself for his tears and his sensibility, and 
added : * And yet we ought not to complain ; Grod has 
treated us as He did His chosen people. When He took 
Moses away from them. He left them Caleb and Joshua.' 

A short time afterwards, when replying to their good 
wishes for the new year, he said to the same family, 
who were soon to take their place in his heart by the 
side of Madlle. Ars : * Would that I were Saint Peter, 
then would I give you the keys of Paradise.' 

Upon whatever subject M. Vianney was called upon 
to give his opinion or advice, or however unexpected 
the appeal might be, he was never imprepared; but 
without pause or delay, and in the simple language 
from which he never departed, at once came the prompt 
reply. 

A man who pretended to great intellectual attain- 
ments declared to him one day that there were things 
in religion in which he found it impossible to believe. 

* What things ?' said the Cure. 
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* Well, for example^ eternal punistiinent.' 

* My friend, I advise you never to speak upon tbe 
subject of religion until you have learned your cate- 
chism*' 

* And what does the catechism say?' 

' That it is necessary to believe the Gospel, because 
it is the word of the Lord. Do you believe the 
Gospel?' 

* Yes, Monsieur le Cure.' 

* Ah, well, the Gospel says, ^'^ Depart into everlasting 
fire." Are not these words sufl&ciently plain?' 

On another occasion, a Protestant gentleman re- 

» 

quested an interview with the Cure d'Ars. At the close 
of their short communication M. Vianney, still ignorant 
of the religious sentiments of his visitor, offered him 
a medal. 

* M. the Cure,' said the stranger, as he took it froni 
his hand, ' you are giving a medal to a heretic, that is 
to say, to a heretic from your point of view ; but, not- 
withstanding the diversity of our creeds, I trust that we 
shall meet in Heaven.' 

M. Vianney took his hand, and in a tone of tender 
compassion, replied, * Alas, my friend, those only can be 
united above whose union has commenced here below. 
Death will change nothing : where the tree falls there 
it will lie.' 

* M. the Cur^, I commit myself to Jesus Christ, who 
has said, " He that believeth on me, hath everlasting 
Hfe." ' 

^ But, my friend, our Lord has also said, ^^ If he neg- 
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led to hear the Church, let him be to thee as a heathen 
inan.^^ .... He has said, there shall be one flock and 
one shepherd, and He has appointed Saint Peter to be 
the head of that flock.' . . • Vianney then disappeared, 
without waiting to hear what his adversary might have 
to say in reply. 

Sometimes a little innocent malice manifested itself 
in the piquant and ingenuous replies which M. Vianney 
addressed to those who sought his counsel. 

'Monsieur the Cure,' said a man, whose laughing 
countenance and robust frame ofifered a singular con- 
trast with the pale face and attenuated form of him he 
addressed : • M. the Cure, I count a little upon you for 
my reception above ; I hope you will not forget your 
old friends, but that you will allow them half the bene- 
fit of your fasts and your sacrifices. When you go up 
to Heaven, I shall try to catch hold of your cassock.' 

' Oh, beware of that, my friend,' cried the Cure, glan- 
cing, at the same time, maliciously at the broad should- 
ers before him, ^ beware of that ; the entrance to Heaven 
is narrow ; we should both be left at the door.' 

One of his parishioners, an excellent person, but more 
zealous than discreet, was one day indulging her propen- 
sity for giving advice at his expense. * Monsieur the 
Cure,' said she, * you were wrong in doing so ; you 
should have acted in such a manner.' * Enough,' said 
Vianney, gently, * we are not yet in England,' alluding 
to the female rule permitted by the English constitu- 
tion. 

On his return from a drive, the Brother Athanase — > 
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Director of the School at Ars — informed M. Vianney 
that his horse had stumbled, and he had been thrown 
from his carriage into a ditch. The Cure offered his 
condolences, and then said, * My friend. Saint Anthony 
never fell from his carriage; you must do like him.' 
* What, then, did Saint Anthony ?' *He always went 
on foot.' 

Notwithstanding M. Vianney's decided taste for soli- 
tude, so intense was the gratification which he experi- 
enced in the society of his friends, so strong the yearning 
of his heart for human sympathy, that it seemed to be 
almost a necessity of his nature. * My God, what hap- 
piness shall we not enjoy in Paradise, fiince even here 
the company of the saints is so delightful, their conver- 
sation so full of sweetness and consolation.' This ex- 
clamation frequently escaped him during the evening 
hour, when the missionaries at Ars were successively 
admitted to his presence. These short intervals of social 
intercourse, with his visits to the sick, formed the only 
recreation of the Cure d'Ars. Since his visit to Dardilly, 
when recovering from a severe illness, he had never left 
his presbytery and church, nor had he ever swerved for 
one day or one hour from that course of life which has 
been laid before the reader, and with which *he is suf- 
ficiently acquainted. 

Nothing could. exceed the thoughtful kindness and 
tender consideration which M. Vianney manifested to- 
wards all his brother labourers, and those favoured 
individuals who were admitted to his intimate friend- 
ship. The missionaries, one and all, bear their affec- 
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tionate testimony to the many marks which they received 
from him, of his anxious care for their comfort and 
well-being, whilst at the same time his treatment of 
himself became more and more hard and severe. 

The Abbe Toecanier writes : * One of the first Sun- 
days that I had the happiness to pass with him, the 
good saint remarked that I coughed frequently during 
vespers. That night, what was my surprise to see 
the venerable Cm-e, his lantern in his hand, having 
braved the darkness of the night and the tempestuous 
weather to come to me. " My friend," said he, " I ob- 
served that you coughed a great deal during vespers. I 
am not tired ; I will take the early mass for you, and 
also the catechising of the children." ' 

Eemarking on one occasion that, through inadvert- 
ence, the Superior of the missionaries had not provided 
himself with a cloak, although the weather was severe, 
he immediately had one made for him. 

* Another time,' the Abbe Monnin writes, ' M. Vian- 
ney saw me cross the square at Ars, in a heavy rain ; 
the same night I found an umbrella in my room. He 
had sent to Villefranche expressly to make this pur- 
chase.' 

The kindness and courtesy manifested by the Cure 
d'Ars towards all who approached him was accompanied 
by the most entire absence of self-love ; it seemed that 
he never knew how suflBciently to express his respect 
towards others or his humble estimate of himself. He 
never sat down in the presence of any one, nor would he 
ever permit that any other -should stand in his. ^Asseyez- 
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vous, asaeyez-vousy* he continued to repeat, accompany- 
ing these words with an expressive gesture till he was 
obeyed. 

His usual form in saluting his visitors was, ' Je vous 
pr^ente bien mon respecV In return for the re- 
spect which he was so ready to offer to all the world, he 
would accept of nothing; the very idea of being 
treated in a like manner himself offended him, and 
if any one attempted it, he would suddenly interrupt 
them by exclaiming, *0h, I do not deserve your re- 
spect ; a little affection is all I need.' 

Although M. Vianney lived in a day of extraordinary 
industrial progress, and of great intellectual, as well as 
political excitement, still the most startling novelties, 
the most surprising discoveries, passed unheeded by him ; 
and it was diflScult to elicit his attention, or to arouse 
his curiosity, except in those cases where he believed 
the interests of religion were in some manner involved. 

Although, each day, multitudes of strangers were con- 
veyed to Ars by the railway, M. Vianney died without 
ever having seen a railway, or of having formed to him- 
self any idea as to what a railway was like. 

' You speak of the railway, M. the Cure,' remarked a 
friend to him one day, * do you know what it is ?' 

' No ; and I have no wish to know. J^en parte parce 
que fen entenda parler.^ 
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CHAPTER III. 

M/VIANNEY's lively faith, his charity, iVf^D LIBERALITY. 

But, if M. Vianney remained nearly a stranger to the 
things which belong to the material world, he lived in 
the habitual contemplation of the unseen realities of 
religion with so vivid and lively a faith, as to induce the 
popular belief at Ars that in some mysterious manner 
they were sensibly revealed to him. 

* The faith of M. the Cure is so strong,' said Catherine, 
in her memoirs, * that he seems to see the things he 
speaks of.' 

' How blessed are the eyes,' said he, * that see God ! 
We have but a far-oflf faith,' he would add, 'three 
hundred leagues from its object, just as if God were on 
the other side of the seas ; if we had a lively penetrating 
faith like the saints, we should see God as they did ; 
those who have no faith are far blinder than those who 
have no eyes. 

' In this world we are in the midst of mist and fog ; 
faith is the wind that dissipates the darkness around 
us, and brings the sunshine to our hearts.' 

We have alluded to dark moments, when the terror 
of God's judgments seemed to take possession of poor 

Y 
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M, Vianney's mind, and when the thought of death 
became terrible to him. We find, however, that, as he 
advanced towards the close of his mortal career, he not 
only ceased to tremble at the thought of his departing 
hour, but that, on the contrary, he anticipated it with 
longing. He often spoke of writing a book on the 
* delices de la mort ; ' and his difficulty was now no 
longer to resign himself to death; it was rather to 
resign himself to his still protracted life. 

In his catechisms the Cure d'Ars often made use of 
familiar but graceful comparisons, in order to illustrate 
the aspiration of the Christian heart towards Heaven, 
He compared it to the swallow, which lightly touches 
but never rests upon the ground ; to the flame, that 
always tends upwards ; to the balloon, that only waits 
for its cords to be cut in order to soar up on high. 

'The heart turns to what it loves best: the proud 
man seeks honours, the miser seeks riches, the vindic- 
tive man thinks of vengeance, the sensual man of 
earthly pleasures ; but the good Christian, of what does 
he think ? to which side does he turn ? To the side of 
Heaven — to his God, who is his chief treasure. 

* Saint Augustine said, ** He who fears death cannot 
love Grod." If you had been separated for long years 
from your earthly father, would you not be happy to 
see him again? Man was created for Heaven ; the devil 
has broken the ladder which led thither. The Saviour, 
by His passion, has formed for us another. He has 
opened the door. The Holy Virgin is on the top of 
the ladder ; she holds out her hands and calls to us. 
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Oh, what an invitation ! How glorious is the destiny 
of man — ^to see Grod, to love Him, to praise Him, and 
to worship Him throughout eternity ! 

* Saint Colette sometimes went out of her cell, not 
able to restrain her joy at the thought of Heaven ; 
she would walk about the corridors, crying out, " In 
Paradise ! in Paradise ! " 

* A man who had been blind from his birth, having 
been conducted to the tomb of Saint Martin, imme- 
diately recovered his sight. He was so struck with 
the beauties of nature that he fainted with happiness. 
With respect to the things of Heaven, we are like this 
blind man.' 

But if M. Vianney never lost sight of the future 
blessedness of the saved, it was with a no less vivid 
faith that he contemplated the terrible doom of the lost. 

He seemed to see, as it were, the souls before him 
hovering between Heaven and Hell, and it was with deep 
and bitter anguish that he witnessed the thoughtlessness 
of the wavering and the impenitence of the hardened. 
He was often heard to exclaim with tears, * Oh, how sad 
to think that the souls which have cost so much to Our 
Lord should thus lose themselves ! ' 

A friend, one day, found him weeping alone over the 
sad condition of lost souls, and heard him exclaim, his 
eyes lifted up towards Heaven, ^ My Grod ! is it possible 
that Thou hast endured so much to save souls, and yet 
that those souls should be the prey of the devil ? ' 

' The world will never know,' said Catherine Lassagne, 
* to what penances, what extraordinary mortifications, 

t2 
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M. the Cui6 condemns himself for poor sinners. One 
day he said to us, *^ I do not know whether it was really 
a voice that I heard, or whether it was a dream ; I 
was, however, suddenly awakened by it. This voice 
admonished me that to wrest ouq soul from sin is more 
agreeable to God than multitudes of sacrifices. I was 
then meditating a further course of penance." ' 

* You have prayed,' said M. Vianney to a cure who 
complained to him that he could not change the hearts 
of his parishioners — * you have prayed, you have wept, 
you have groaned, you have sighed; but have you 
fasted? Have you denied yourself rest? Have you 
performed penance ? Till you have done all this, do 
not think that you have done enough.' 

* Monsieur the Cure,' isaid one of his missionaries to 
him one day, ' if Grod proposed to you either to go up 
to Heaven at once, or to remain upon earth in order 
to labour for the conversion of sinners, what would 
you do ? ' t 

* I think that I should remain.' 

* Oh, Monsieur the Cure, is that possible? The saints 
are so happy in Heaven — no more temptations, no more 
suffering ! ' 

Vianney replied with a smile, 'That is true, my friend ; 
the saints are rentiers ; they have worked well — puisque 
Dieu punit la paresse et ne recompense que le travail 
— but they can no longer glorify Grod, as we may, by 
sacrifices for the salvation of souls.' 

' Would you, then, remain upon earth until the end 
of the world ? ' 
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* Just the same.' 

* In that case you would have plenty of time before 
you. Would you still rise so early ? ' 

' Oh, yes, at midnight ; I do not fear hardship. I 
should be the happiest man in the world, were it not 
for the thought that I must appear before the judgment- 
seat of God with my pauvre vie de GuriJ 

Next to his concern for the salvation of souls, the 
temporal wants of the poor appeared chiefly to occupy 
the mind of Vianney. We have already remarked that 
his charities were almost without limit; the love of 
giving, indeed, amounted almost to a passion with him. 
Catherine states that, in order to satisfy the need of his 
generous heart, to relieve distress wherever he witnessed 
it, he sold, one after another, nearly all his poor posses- 
sions to persons who paid him liberally for them. He 
sold his old shoes, old surplices, old cassocks, etc., for 
enormous prices. The singularity of his proceedings 
in this respect sometimes provoked the smile of his 
brother priests; but, on such occasions, he would 
suddenly cut short their raillery by saying, * What does 
it signify, if, after all, I obtain money for my poor ? ' 
Except for the adroit interference of the devoted 
Catherine, he would very soon have sold all his ward- 
robe ; the sheets from his bed had already shared the 
fate of his chairs and table. 

One day M. Vianney, on coming out of his Provi- 
dence, met a poor man, who had walked far and whose 
bare feet were cut and bleeding. The Cur^ imme- 
diately took off his own shoes and gave them to him. 
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Another day, when a beggar approached him, finding 
nothing in his pocket but his handkerchief, he imme- 
diately presented it to him, excusing himself, at the 
same time, that he was not able to do more. 

After this, in order not to be unprepared for any 
sudden appeal, he always carried about with him a 
certain sum of money, which he dispensed indiscrimi- 
nately to all applicants, till it was exhausted. 

* How happy are we that the poor come to us,' said 
he ; * if they did not seek us, we should have to seek 
them, and we have not always time.' When a poor 
man knocked at his door, he always went to him him- 
self, and he never failed to add to his material aid some 
kind and encouraging words. 

He often said, * There are those who perform alms 
only to be seen and admired by men. . . . They some- 
times complain that they do not meet with sufficient 
gratitude. ... If you do your alms in order to please 
the world, you have, indeed, reason to complain ; but 
if your motive is to please God, what does it signify 
whether or not you meet with gratitude on the part of 
men. Our duty is to do all the good we can to every- 
one around us, and to look for our recompense from 
God alone. 

^ There are others who say, **0h ! this poor man makes 
a bad use of the alms which he received." Be it sol 
That poor man will be judged by the use which he will 
have made of your alms ; but you will be judged by 
the alms which you might have done, and which you 
have failed to do.' 
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A robber, who had managed to penetrate into the 
pjresbytery, found in a drawer some pewter spoons 
and forks, which he appropriated ; and he was busily 
occupied, satisfying his hunger with the bread of the 
orphans, in the Providence, when M. Vianney sur- 
prised him : * What arie you doing there, my friend ? ' 
' I am hungry, M, the Cure.' After having bestowed 
alms upon his unceremonious visitor with a liberal 
hand, the Cure, who recognised the * argenterie ' in his 
hands, exclaimed, / Save yourself, my friend! — save 
yourself quickly, lest they should arrest you I ' 

He went himself to warn a woman, who had robbed 
him of nine hundred francs, that the gendarmes were 
in quest of her. 

He gave a pension to another, in order to allure her 
back from a life of dishonesty. 

This poor priest who, to use his own words, possessed 
nothing but his pauvres pSchSa, enriched the whole 
neighbourhood around him by his liberalities. Silver 
and gold came to him from France, from Belgium, from 
England, and from Germany ; and he had only to form 
the wish, in order to receive immediately the supply of 
money necessary for the forwarding of any work or in- 
stitution in which he was interested. 

* It is sufficient,' affirms Catherine, * for him to form 
the wish ; he has saints in Paradise, whom he calls his 
consuls ; he invokes them, and immediately the money 
pours in.' 

Among the pilgrims who came to Ars, there were 
many whose wealth and position enabled them largely 
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to contribute to the accompIishmeDt of his benevolent 
designs ; and thus the country far around was covered 
with charitable and religious institutions, of which he, 
as it were, had laid the first stone. 

It was in the course of the year 1848, that the Cure 
d'Ars established and endowed a school for the gratuitous 
education of the boys in his parish. This establishment, 
which continues to prosper, he placed under the direc- 
tion of the Brothers of the Sainte-FamiUe of Belley. 

No matter what sums were deposited in the hands of 
M. Vianney — he literally received only to give away — 
it was his habit twice a day to dispense all the money 
that he had in his possession. 

Such indeed was his tendency to despoil himself of 
everything, that he was obliged to take precautions 
against himself, in order that he might not be left un- 
provided with money for his masses. For a long time 
he deposited a certain sum in charge of a widow, who 
possessed his confidence. * Claudine,' said he, f I entrust 
you with this money ; keep it carefully, but, above all, 
beware of the Cure d'Ars, and if he asks you for any of 
it, refuse him at once.' 

A priest who was building a church, but who was 
short of funds, said to him one day, * M. the Cure, teach 
me your secret in order that I may not be stopped half- 
way in the erection of my poor church.' 

*My friend,' replied the Cure, 'my secret is very 
simple : tout donner et ne rien garderJ* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

HUMILITY OF VIANNEY. — HIS INCREASING SELF-DENIAL. 

AccoBDiNG to M. Vianney's own statement, his natural 
character was irascible and impatient, and it was not 
without much painful eflfort that he had attained the 
unvarying gentleness and meekness of spirit for which 
he was so remarkable. If it were so, then indeed his 
attainments were wonderful. His humility was so pro- 
found, his spirit of self-renunciation so complete, that 
it would seem his bitterest foe would have foimd it 
hard to discover a vulnerable point whereat to aim his 
shaft. Indeed, his opinion of himself was so lowly, 
that he believed that all the world had a right to despise 
him; and it is affirmed that he even entertained a 
special tenderness- towards those who cruelly criticised 
or blamed him, or who otherwise treated him unkindly. 
But while M. Vianney was so insensible to blame — 
except, indeed, that he welcomed it gladly as his desert 
— it was far otherwise as regarded praise. On this 
point he was so susceptible, that his friends were in 
constant fear and dread lest, by some unguarded word 
or expression, they should wound his humility. Bishop 
Devie one day so far forgot himself as to say to him. 
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* Mon Saint CurL^ These words appeared to occasion 
him severe pain. ' Oh, how unhappy am 1/ cried he, 
'that even my Lord Bishop should be deceived in. 
me.' 

One day his brother priests were remarking how 
difficult it must be for those who are the objects of 
universal praise and adulation to maintain a humble 
frame of mind. 

M. Vianney at once perceived their meaning, and 
lifting up his eyes with an expression of profound 
melancholy, he exclaimed : * Oh, my friends, if only I 
could be kept from despair.' 

* I have received two letters by this day's post,' said 
he, one day ; * in one, they pretended that I was a great 
saint : in the other that I was a hypocrite and a char- 
latan. The first added nothing to me ; the second took 
nothing from me. We are what we appear before God, 

et puis pcLS plus God has chosen me to be the 

minister of .His grace to sinners, because I am the moat 
ignorant and miserable of men; if there had been a 
more contemptible priest in the parish than myself, he 
would have been preferred before me.' 

In the mind of Vianney, humility constituted the 
first and chief Christian virtue ; that one, indeed, with- 
out which he deemed every other impossible. 

* M. the Cure, what should a man do in order to be- 
come a true Christian ? ' one asked of him. 

' My friend, he must learn to love God.' 

* And how to attain to this love of God?' 

* Ah ! my friend, humility ! humility ! It is our pride 
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which prevents out becoming saints ; pride is the chain 
of the chaplet of all the vices ; humility, the chain of 
the chaplet of all the virtues.' 

' Alas ! it is difficult to conceive how so poor a thing 
as humanity can be tempted to pride. The devil one 
day appeared to Saint Macaire, armed with a rod, as 
though he were prepared to attack him, and thus ad- 
dressed him : " All that thou doest I do also : thou 
fastest, I do not eat ; thou • watchest, I never sleep. 
There is but one thing which thou doest and which I 
cannot do." " Eh I and what is that?" " Humble my- 
self," replied the devil, and he disappeared Ah, 

my friend, there are saints who put the devil to flight 
by simply saying, " Queje suis miserMe ! ^^ ' 

But it was, at least, as much by his example as by 
his teaching, that this remarkable man attained that 
empire over the hearts and minds of his countrymen, 
and brethren in the Eomish Church, which he so long 
exercised. His imperturbable kindness and gentleness 
under the most trying provocations, his modest and 
simple deportment, in the midst of the acclamations of 
the admiring crowds which never ceased to throng hia 
footsteps, made a more vivid and lasting impression 
than any words could have done. Self-love, indeed, 
seemed to be so utterly crushed in him, that no per- 
sonal oflFence or vexation had power for one moment to 
ruffle his serene and tranquil patience. On one occa- 
sion, when one of the pilgrims had, by her obstinate 
persistence, needlessly harassed and fatigued M. Vian- 
ney, a stranger, who was present, unable to restrain his 
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indignation, rushed out of the church, exclaiming, ' Je 
8uis en colere pour M. le Gure^ qui ne Vest pas.^ 

In the luxurious and too-forgetful age in which the 
Cure d'Ars lived, he became more and more convinced 
that every, even the smallest, indulgence in material 
comfort, must prove inimical to the growth of grace in 
the soul, and each day he sought to render himself more 
and more independent of what are commonly accounted 
the very necessaries of life ; he hardly ate, he hardly 
slept, he wished for nothing, he required nothing, it 
was almost as if he had no body ; the hearth of his 
kitchen had never seen a fire, his bed-chamber was the 
only room in the presbytery which bore evidence of a 
human tenant, and the furniture of that poor chamber, 
lit by two windows without curtains, was not his own ; 
it had been many times sold and re-purchased. The 
image of the Saviour, with the portraits of a few of His 
best-beloved saints, and a likeness of the Bishop of Belley^ 
hung upon the dilapidated walls : opposite the door was 
a shelf, charged with old books : and on the other side, 
an antique chest, the drawers of which contained his 
provision of crosses and medals ; in the middle was a 
little oak wood table. 

Although money never ceased to pour in upon M. 
Vianney, he set little value upon it, and, except as a 
possible instrument of good, he was utterly regardless of 
it. Speaking one day of a considerable sum, which he 
had sacrificed with his usual readiness, he said, * It 
would be well if they would use it to polish souls ; but 
they will polish only stones with it.' 
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One day, by a mistake, he lit his candle with a bank 
note, and when his friends expressed their regret, ' Oh I' 
cried he, ' I have done less harm than if I had com- 
mitted the smallest venial sin.' 

* This morning,' said he, on another occasion, to the 
Abbe Monnin, * a great lady, who had a great deal more 
than a hundred francs on her fingers, approached me 
with these words : ^ M. the Cure, some time since I gave 
you a hundred francs, in order that you might obtain 
my cure. I am not cured ; give me back my money." ' 

' And you returned it to her?' 

* Certainly. Fortunately I had just before received a 
hundred francs in gold pieces, and I immediately went 
in search of them.' 

* And you made no remark upon the conduct of this 
"great lady"?' 

* On no account would I have done so.' 
' But she is a thief ? ' 

* No ; it was true, she had given me a hundred francs ; 
I remember it perfectly.' 

M. Vianney was disinterested even with respect to 
the benevolent institutions which he undertook. A kind 
lady once offered to share the expenses of some of his 
charitable enterprises. 

/I do not wish for your money,' said be; 'you will 
easily find an investment for it ; you have enough to 
do at home.' 

Poor Catherine once flattered herself that she had 
done a good deed by replacing an old clay porringer, 
which had long been in the service of M. Vianney, by a 
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cup of less coarse material. He would, however, by no 
means accept of this luxury, but got rid of it as quickly 
as possible, saying, * On ne pourra done pas venir a 
bout cPavoir la pauvretS dans son minage.^ 
This was one of the last occurrences of his life. 



] 
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CHAPTER V. 

DECLINING HEALTH OF VIANNEY. — HIS CONTINUED AND 

FRIGHTFUL AUSTERITIES. 

The Ciire d'Ars had now reached his seventieth year ; 
yet, so far from yielding to the claims of his advancing 
age and increasing weakness, it appears that up to this 
time he became, if possible, only more and more severe 
in his treatment of himself. The short nights of only 
three or four hours, which succeeded his long day's 
work, were now generally passed in pain and weariness. 
He often confessed that he never enjoyed one hour of 
tranquil sleep; he was consumed by fever, upon his 
miserable pallet. A cough, to which he had been more 
or less subject for five-and-twenty years, now assumed a 
graver form and hardly ceased to harass him. Fre- 
quently he arose every quarter of an hour from his bed, 
in hopes of finding some alleviation of his pain ; and, 
when at length, from utter prostration, his restlessness 
abated, and he felt that he could have slept, it was the 
hour when this poor devoted man, by an effort which no 
one to look at him would have believed possible, but 
which was renewed every night, tore himself from the 
rest which he had npt yet tasted, and resumed with 
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apparent cheerfulness bis long and toilsome course of 
labour. 

At tbis time be was so feeble — so suffering, tbat 
wben be arose from bis bed be was unable to stand 
witbout support, and be often fell down on bis way 
from bis cbamber to tbe eburcb ; yet still be persevered, 
and wben be reacbed tbe confessional be appeared for 
a time to triumpb over bis weakness. 

Notwithstanding, however, the state of exhaustion to 
which tbe Cure d'Ars was now reduced, he still exercised 
Bucb an extraordinary command over himself, tbat it 
was only in extreme moments, and when his sufferings 
were very acute, tbat bis actual condition was betrayed 
to his friends. 

One day ]M. Charles de Montbriant, on his return to 
the neighbourhood after a long absence, came expressly 
to Ars to inquire for the health of the Cure ; be knocked 
at the confessional ; M. Vianney immediately appeared, 
and followed him to the sacristy. * M. the Cure, my 
family are anxious to know how you are ? ' 

* Another time, M. the Count, I beg you will not 
trouble yourself for so insignificant a cause.' He then 
saluted him respectfully, and disappeared without an- 
other word. 

We have seen that M. Vianney manifested, from his 
earliest childhood, an extraordinary and, as it appears 
to us, an instinctive tendency towards a life of asce- 
ticism ; this tendency had increased with bis advancing 
years, till at length penances and mortifications pos- 
sessed for him a charm and attraction such as it would 
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be difficult for other natures even to comprehend. * In 
this way/ said he, ' it is only the first step which costs ; 
there is in mortification a sweetness and a consolation 
which^ when once tasted, it is impossible again to dis- 
pense with : you must exhaust the cup to the bottom. 
.... There is only one way of giving one's self to 
God,' added he, * it is to give one's self utterly, and 
without a shadow of reservation ; what we keep back 
serves only to embarrass and trouble us.' .... 

The spirit of self-denial had indeed become so natural 
to the Cure d'Ars, that in his case the exception to the 
rule of his life would have been to allow himself the 
most trifling indulgence. He would not gratify himself 
by smelling a flower. 

Often he abstained from drinking when suffering 
from intense thirst; he never permitted himself the 
least support when on his knees. 

M. Vianney was painfully sensible to cold, but he 
would use no means to protect himself from it. During 
a very severe winter one of the missionaries, pained at 
witnessing his suffering, secretly devised a way, by 
means of a trap-door, of having hot water conveyed 
imder the confessional; the ruse succeeded perfectly. 
* God is very good,' said poor Vianney ; * this year, 
though it is so cold, my feet are always warm.' 

The effort of another friend was less fortunate in its 
result. Discovering that M. Vianney often suffered 
acutely, in consequence of the long hours passed in the 
same position, and with no other support than the hard 
walls of the confessional, he had a lining inserted within 
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of a more pliable material. No sooner, however, did 
the obstinate ascetic perceive the provision made for 
his comfort than he at once and indignantly tore it all 
away. 

In &ct, the more Vianney tortured himself by these 
cruel privations, so much the more earnestly did he 
strive to discover new modes of suflfering. 

We have before us extracts from a letter written in 
1840, containing these words: *The spectacle of the 
sufferings of our saint Cur^ is heartrending. It is im- 
possible to see and to hear him without feelings of the 
deepest pity, mingled with admiration at this sublime 
and perpetual sacrifice. It is always with the same 
zeal, the same resignation, the same sweet b^A gentle 
deportment, that he endures the constant pressure of 
the ever-increasing crowds who come to obtain from 

him a last word, or to seek a last blessing 

A miracle only can explain this inconceivable existence. 
The throng was never more prodigious ; men in masses 
surroimd his confessional. The church is crowded day 
and night.' 

Perceiving one day that the Cure coughed frequently 
during the service, the Countess des Garets sent him a 
phial of syrup. 'What is that;' said Vianney to the 
bearer ; * take it back quickly to Madame ; thank her 
heartily for her kindness, but tell her if she would 
say a pater and an ave for her poor Cure, it would be 
better.' 

During his convalescence his friends persisted in 
sending him similar remedies. * Carry these things,' 
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said he, *to Mother Gonot' — a poor woman in the 
parish — * she needs them more than I.' 

On finding that, by an order from the chateau, a 
mattress and bolster had been placed upon his bed, he 
displayed so much vexation, as he indignantly cast aside 
hese superfluities and precipitated them into the middle 
f the room, that the person who had been commissioned 
to be the bearer of them dared not again appear before 
him till he summoned her to his presence, and humbly 
entreated her pardon for his bruaquerie. 

There must, it appears, have been an extraordinary 
elasticity in the constitution of the Cure d'Ars. The 
crowd, the heat, the human pressure, the stifling atmos- 
phere which surrounded him ; everything, in short, 
that would have annihilated the strength of any other 
man, appeared to be the very means by which he rallied 
his. If, at the end of a day of overwhelming fatigue, 
he was summoned to visit some poor invaUd— no 
matter at what distance — he would again set out on his 
weary way; and never relax in his painful effort, till 
his pastoral duty was accomplished. 

To his vigils and fastings, and those mortifications 
which we have noticed, M. Vianney added many 
other austerities. Sometimes he slept in the cellar 
upon a handful of straw — lay down, we should say 
— for sleep could hardly have visited him in such a 
situation. 

His faithful and devoted attendants, Jeanne-Marie 
Chaney and Catherine Lassagne, testify to having 
found in the chamber of M. Vianney divers instruments 
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of penance^ hair-shirts, saokcloth, knotted cords ter- 
minated* by an iron ball, chains of steel, &c. They also 
discovered in the same secret recess four or five dis- 
dplinea of iron, the branches of which were armed with 
knobs of lead. 

It is affirmed that the Cut6 d'Ars was obliged fre- 
quently to renew these instruments of torture, in conse- 
quence of their being broken by the force with which 
he flagellated himself. 

^ I do not know in what year it occurred,' relates a 
grave witness, ^but some time since the Cure d'Ars 
ordered from the farrier of the village a chain of such 
dimensions as to make the initiated, who knew for what 
purpose it was intended, tremble.' 

Bishop Devie often endeavoured to persuade M. 
Vianney to modify the severity of his fasts, and espe- 
cially, he insisted that the days of his periodical visits 
to himself should be days of reUxation to the saint 
pinitenL On one occasion he placed him by his side 
at table, and by his kind and pressing hospitality 
induced him to eat almost like any other mortal ; a 
few hours afterwards, however, the Bishop learned to 
his consternation, that his paternal solicitude had been 
the occasion of much suffering to him who had been 
the object of it ; and with the kindness which is said to 
have marked his every action, he turned to his Cure, 
and said, 'Fast in peace, my friend; henceforward I 
will never again force you to dine with me.' 

From that time it was always the Bishop who came 
to visit Vianney at the presbytery, and his successors 
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also continued to show him the same mark of regard 
and respect. 

We learn that at a later period than that of which 
this chapter treats, and during the closing days of his 
mortified life, the Cure d'Ars did, in a measure, modify 
the severity of his treatment to himself. * (Test^ writes 
the Abbe Monnin, after stating this fact, ^ (Pest que cet 
esprit si ferme et si droit avait compris que lea i/nfir- 
rmUs et les ma/ax qui viennent de Vage sont dee pSni' 
tences continueUee que Dieu rums rSaerve, et qu^U 
choisit injiniment mieux que nous Tie le ferions tious^ 
m^Toes.^ 
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CHAPTER VL 

DEATH OF THE CUr£ d'aRS. 

The life of the Curfi d'Ars was now rapidly drawing to 
a close. For a long time he had been reduced to a 
state of such extreme weakness that his voice was 
scarcely audible, and only an attentive ear could dis- 
tinguish the faint sounds which fell from his lips. 

The great heat of July, 1859, had cruelly tried the 
aged priest. It was impossible to enter the crowded 
church of Ars without being almost suflFocated. The 
want of air, occasioned by the dense congregation by 
which it was -thronged day and night, rendered it like 
a heated furnace ; and those who waited their time to 
enter the confessional, were constantly obliged to rush 
out in order to obtain a moment's relief in a less insup- 
portable atmosphere. 

M. Vianney, however, never quitted his suflFering 
post, never even attempted to abridge the length of 
those mortal aiancea which .lasted in the morning from 
one o'clock till eleven, in the evening from one till 
eight. Still there was a limit even to his powers of 
endurance, and he was now sinking under the weight 
of this long and cruel martyrdom. His continued life. 
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however, had so long been regaided as a miracle, and 
he had taken so much pains to conceal, as far as pos- 
sible, his real condition, that no one, as yet, apprehended 
his approaching end. It was only remarked that, when 
in the middle of the night he rose from his bed in order 
to retm*n to his chera pScheurs, he frequently fell down 
from weakness in his chamber, and also that he was 
subject to frequent fits of fainting. Still he continued 
to make light of his suffering ; and when his friends 
remarked with concern that the cough to which he had 
so long been subject was more frequent and more 
harassing, he replied, with a smile, ^ G^eH ennuyeux ! 
ga me prend tout mon temps.^ 

It was in vain that Vianney's devoted attendants 
entreated him to spare himself, and to take more rest. 
He always replied, * Je me reposerai en Paradis.^ 

On Friday, the 29th of July, he went through his 
usual course of labour. He performed his catechism, 
passed sixteen or seventeen hours at the confessional, 
and finished this hard day's work with the usual evening 
prayers; but, on entering the presbytery that night, 
he sank into a chair, saying, 'Je n^en peux plusJ* 
When the missionaries, however, left him at a later 
hour, he retired to rest as usual, and it does not appear 
that any imminent or immediate danger was appre- 
hended. At one o'clock in the morning he attempted 
to rise up in order to return to his church, but, finding 
his weakness insurmountable, he called for help. 

' You are fatigued, Monsieur the Cure ! ' 

* Yes, I believe it is my pauvre finJ* 
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It was the habit of Vianney, when speaking of him- 
self, constantly to make use of the word ^pauvreJ^ It 
was always his ^pauvre ame^ his ^pauvres pSchSa,^ etc 

' I will go and seek aid/ 

'No, do not disturb any one, it is not worth while.' 

When the day dawned, Vianney made no further 
attempt to contend against his increasing weakness — he 
even condescended to receive those .cares and attentions 
which he had hitherto disdained ; he would not, how- 
ever, consent to a fan being used to give him a little 
air, and to chase away the flies ; that appeared to him 
too great a luxury. 

'You suffer much,' said one to him. A resigned 
movement of his head was his affirmative reply. 

* Monsieur le Cur6, let us hope that Saint Philom^ne, 
whose interest we are going to invoke with all our 
strength, will cure you this time, as she did eighteen 
years ago.' * OA, aai/nt PhUomhie rCy pourra rienJ 

The dismay of the congregation when on the follow- 
ing morning Vianney did not appear at the door of the 
confessional as usual, may be imagined, as also the pro- 
found grief which spread over the parish as the news of 
his dangerous condition was communicated from house 
to house. 

Apart from Vianney's great reputation, and the uni- 
versal veneration in which he was held by his brethren 
in the Roman Catholic Church, it appears that he was 
the object of the strongest and most devoted individual 
attachments, and this not in a few and rare cases, but 
in numerous and countless instances. 
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The Frires who presided over the college which he 
had instituted at Ars, loved him with a warmth and spon- 
taneity of affection which some may deem the ascetic 
priest little calculated to inspire ; and it was their con- 
stant endeavour, by a thousand ingenious contrivances, 
to lighten as far as possible the toil of his laborious life. 

Many strangers who were drawn to Ars by the fame 
of the Cure, and with the intention of remaining there 
only a few days for their own edification, found them- 
selves so spell-bound by the charm of his presence, that 
henceforth they had no other wish or desire than to 
follow his footsteps, and ever looking out for oppor- 
tunities of serving him. They might be seen, now pro- 
tecting him from, the importunate crowd, now keeping 
order amongst the excited people, and endeavouring 
always with untiring vigilance to render his hard life 
more supportable. 

The missionaries stationed at Ars were, as has already 
been noted, like sons and brothers to Yianney; and 
thus this poor priest, who through life had shrunk from 
every human enjoyment, yet found himself on his dying 
bed the object of the most devoted care and affection, 
and in the midst of true and loving friends ; amongst 
these was his old and steadfast ally and supporter the 
Count des Garets, Mayor of Ars, who never left his 
bedside. Another kind friend might be seen mounting 
to the roof of the presbytery, under a scorching August 
sun, in order to water the exterior of the house, and 
thus to maintain a cool and refreshing atmosphere 
around the dying priest. 
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For three days every means which the most devoted 
affection and the most ingenious piety could devise 
were employed to propitiate Heaven in his favour. 
Vows were made to all the saints in Paradise ; deputa- 
tions were sent to all the religious communities in the 
country ; pilgrimages were made to every shrine ; but 
still it became more and more evident that the hours of 
the Cure d'Ars were numbered, and that the last solemn 
messenger was rapidly approaching. 

On Tuesday evening M. Vianney requested to have 
the last saenmentB admrniBtered to Mm. Dumig the 
ceremony he appeared to be much affected, and was 
seen to shed many tears. Before it commenced, one 
who enjoyed the privilege of a long and trusted friend- 
ship approached him, and with clasped hands entreated 
him to pray the Lord to prolong his days. Vianney, 
fixing his earnest eyes upon her, silently intimated that 
he could not yield to her solicitation. A few hours 
later his Bishop, Monseigneur de Langalerie^ w^ Jad 
been apprised of the immineiit danger of Vianney, 
arrived in haste, out of breath, and praying aloud as he 
forced his difficult way through the kneeling crowds 
which obstructed his passage. He was in time, but only 
in time, for one last interview with his Cure. Poor 
Vianney's dying eye again gleamed for a moment with 
all its former brilliancy, as with tears of joy he wel- 
comed his beloved bishop. 

At two o'clock the following morning Jean-Baptiste- 
Marie Vianney breathed his last, whilst the Abbe 
Monnin, who had been commissioned to recite the 
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prayers for the dying, uttered these words : ' Veniant 
Uli obviam Sancti Angdi Dei ; et perducant eum in 
dvitatem coelestem Jerusal&m.^ 

To all appearance Vianney's end was peace, although 
he manifested nothing of that rapturous bliss, those 
holy transports, by which many of his Roman Catholic 
brethren expected to be edified at the closing scene of 
his marvellous career. Still, though conscious to the 
last, he not only anticipated the moment of his de- 
parture without any of that dread which had formerly 
harassed his mind at the thought of death, but he 
awaited it with an assured and steadfast hope of an 
everlasting union with his Lord and Master.* 

* * Cettefin fCapas eu cF autre caracth^ que son itonnante simpliciti, 
Le aermteur de Dieu a votdu etre modeste dans sa mort comTne U Vavait 
iU dans sa vie. Beaucoup s^attendaient a voir se manif ester, a oette 
keure supreTne, ces transports d^aTnour, ces ravissements, ces accents 
enflammis et ces saintes larmes, dont la source itait devemue de Jour en 
jour plus abondante ; mats rien de tout cela / . . . . On e^t dit ^U 
voulait continuer a se caoher, a s'envelopper le plus possible oC ombre et de 
silence, II a eu la mort guHl aurait prifhee s'U avait eu la liberti du 
choix* — M. MoNNiN. 



348 THE CUBfi D'ARS. 



CHAPTER VIL 

THB FUNEEAL OF THE CUR^ d'aRS. 

It would be yain to attempt to describe the grief 
and consternation of the people of Ars when the sad 
tidings that their beloved Cur^ had breathed his last 
was spread through the parish. The crowds who had 
continued to the last moment to offer up their prayers 
in the church, the families who had watched in their 
homes with wakeful anxiety throughout the night, now 
flocked towards the presbytery. They would not believe 
in the heavy calamity which had fallen upon them. 
They had reckoned on a miracle, and felt convinced that 
one would be accomplished in their feivour. M. Yian- 
ney had lived for nearly forty years a life which would 
have destroyed any other mortal. Surely, they per- 
suaded themselves, this exceptional life would yet be 
preserved. That Ars could exist without its saint GurS 
•^its ever open and ever crowded church — its thronged 
confessional, appeared to them an impossibility, and on 
first receiving the news of their beloved pastor's deaths 
a feeling of incredulity mingled with the despair which 
penetrated every heart. 

The sight of the presbytery, however, the cries of 
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grief which were heard on all sides, above all the knell 

of the church bells, but too soon dissipated their 
« 

momentary illusion. 

The burial of the Cure d'Ars took place on the 
Saturday which followed his death. On the arrival of 
the Bishop at an early hour in the morning the funeral 
procession was formed. The multitude assembled on 
this occasion was enormous ; the strangers are said on 
the lowest computation to have amounted to 6,000; 
more than 300 priests were present, though many were 
prevented attending from the circumstance of the in- 
terment taking place on a Saturday ; and nearly all the 
convents in the country sent their representatives. 

The pall-bearers on this occasion were Vianney's 
friends and admirers : M. the Cur6 of Trevoux, Canon 
of the Cathedral of Belley ; M. the Count des Garets, 
Mayor of Ars; and the Prefect of the district. The 
chief mourners were the Missionaries of Pont d'Ain, 
whom Vianney had regarded as his spiritual family, 
and his relatives from Dardilly. During the first 
arrangements for this sad ceremony the utmost quiet 
prevailed ; women and children of the parish, brother- 
hoods, members of religious communities, regular and 
secular clergy, were ranged in two lines in the most 
perfect order, but when the coffin which contained the 
remains of the lamented priest became visible at the 
door of the presbytery, one cry of irrepressible grief 
burst forth, and it was no longer possible to control the 
feelings of the excited people. When the immense 
convoy, which is said to have resembled rather the 
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triumphant march of an emperor or prince, than the 
funeral procession of a humble individual, reached 
the church, the Bishop of Belley stopped, and facing 
the coffin, he delivered the discourse which is affixed 
to the end of this chapter. He chose for his text, 
* Well done, good and fEiithful servant, enter thou into 
the joy of thy Lord.* 

The funeral oration was followed by the mass ; after 
the absolution the body of the Cure d'Ars was conveyed 
to the chapel of Saint-Jean-Baptiste, and placed by the 
confessional, where he had passed so large a portion of 
his life. 
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DISCOUES 

DE MONSEIGNEUR L'iviQUE DE BELLEY, PRONONC^ DEVANT LE 
CERCUEIL DE M. JEAN-BAPTISTE-MARIE VIANNEY, LE vIn^- 
RABLE ET SAINT CCJRi d'aRS, LE JOUR DE SES FUN^AILLES, 
6 AOt>T 1859. 

' Euge ! serve hone et Jidelis^ intra in gaudium Domini tui,^ 
— Matthew xxv. 21, 

Faites silence, mes fr^res ! Ecoutez bien, pieux 
fideles que le respect, I'affection et la douleur ont 
amends si nombreux k cette imposante ceremonie. Je 
vais la repeter cette parole de notre Seigneur dans le 
saint Evangile : dites, en est-il un seul parmi vous qui 
ne croie I'entendre sortir de la bouche de Dieu lui- 
m§me, au moment oil la belle ame de notre saint Cure 
s'est d^tachee enfin de son corps us^ si longtemps au 
service du divin Maitre ? 'Euge ! serve bone etfidelis^ 
intra in gaudium Domini tui^ Courage ! bon et 
fidele serviteur, entrez dans la joie de votre Seigneur 
et de votre Dieu. 

Meditons-la quelques instants, mes fr^res, cette parole 
si douce et si ch^re. Elle doit faire en ce moment notre 
esperance, notre consolation. J'ajoute qu'elle renferme 
un salutaire avertissement, au nom de celui qui ne doit 
plus vous parler desormais que par les exemples de 
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sa vie, et probablement aussi par les merveilles de sa 
tombe. 

^EugeP Courage! D6j4 ce premier mot, ce aeul 
mot nous relive: * Courage! bon et fiddle serviteur!' 
Jean-Baptiste- Marie Vianney, notre saint Cure d'Ars, 
est un serviteur de Dieu qui a compt^ soixante-quatorze 
ans de bons et loyaux services ; sa vie tout enti^re a 
£t^ la dur^e de ses saints engagements. Tout petit 
enfant, il servit Dieu ; jeune homme, il servit Dieu ; 
Studiant ecclesiastique, il servit Dieu ; les refiis ne le 
d^courag^rent pas dans ses projets de servir Dieu d'une 
mani^re plus absolue et plus fructueuse en embrassant 
la carri^re sacerdotale ; il ne voulait ^tre pretre que 
pour servir Dieu. H I'a bien prouv^ ! Prfitre, vicaire, 
cur6, il servit Dieu toujours. 

Ce service, vous le savez tons, a fini par remplir telle- 
ment sa vie, que les actions indifferentes dont nous 
faisons, nous, la cons^ration au service de Dieu en les 
lui offrant et les rapportant ainsi indirectement k sa 
gloire, avaient comme disparu de la vie du saint Cur& 
n ne mangeait pas, il ne dormait pas ; cette locution 
famili^re avait presque sa realisation pour le Cur^ d'Ars. 
Trois ou quatre onces de nourriture par jour, une heure, 
deux heures de sommeil lui suffisaient. Et le reste du 
temps, et sa joum^, qu'en faisait-il ? Tout enti^re 
au service de Dieu, dans le service des ames : quatorze5 
seize, dix-huit heures de confessionnal suivant les jours : 
exercice de la confession interrompu par ce catechisme 
qui 6tait une si ^loquente predication. MSme lorsqu'on 
ne Tentendait pas, lorsqu'on ne comprenait pas, sa vue 
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en chaire, sa vue toute seule prechait, touchait, conver- 
tissait. Et le reste du temps que faisait-il encore ? 
Des rapports frequents avec ses paroissiens bien-aimes, 
la visite des malades, la pri^re, et de longues priferes, 
les pieiises lectures • . • en un mot, le jour tout entier 
se passait dans des actes employ^ directement a la 
gloire et au service de Dieu. Et ce jour tout entier a 
Dieu recommenpait sans cesse, et le dimanche, et la 
semaine, et le jour, et la nuit sans trSve ni vacance, 
* Euge! serve hone et Jidelis, quia in pauca fuiati 
fiddia! Courage! bon et fiddle serviteur, vous avez 
ete fiddle en de petites chosesi' mon Dieu, vous 
me permettez bien cette parole : ce n'est pas cd de 
petites choses que le Cure d'Ars fut serviteur fiddle et 
devoue ! il faut le dire a votre gloire^ o mon Dieu ; car 
cette vie a ete une merveille de votre puissance et de 
votre amour : pour vous, oui, sans doute, tout cela est 
peu de chose, infiniment peu de chose, mais pour nous 
hommes, pour nous faibles mortels, cette vie du Cure 
d'Ars est une merveille, et. On pent le dire, un con- 
tinuel miracle. Combien y a-t-il d'annees, combien 
y a-t-il de sidcles, peut-dtre qu'on ne vit pas une exist- 
ence sacerdotale dans des conditions semblables aussi 
fructueusement, aussi saintement, aussi continuelle- 
ment occupee, employee, depensde au service de Dieu 1 
Et ce service de Dieu a dte accompli avec toutes les 
conditions de bonte et de fiddlite que reclame la saintete 
du Maitre que nous servons, * Euge ! serve hone et 
Jidelis r Courage 1 serviteur bon et fiddle. Le bon 
pour un Chretien, pour un pretre, c'est le sacrifice, la 

AA 
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croix, la mortification. Le bon c'est le gemissement de 
la nature change en soupir d'expiation et d'amour. Le 
sacrifice est un acte d'amour et en merae temps la 
veritable ^preuve du veritable amour. Voila ce qui 
fait le bon service, le service a toute epreuve: notre 
saint Cure d'Ars a eu cette solide et forte bonU. 

A I'austerite d'une vie telle que nous Tavons ebauchee 
et que vous I'avez tous connue, il ajoutait encore de 
nombreuses mortifications; il avait a supporter des 
souffrances presque continuelles, et Dieu lui imposait, 
par moment, le poids de peines secretes et mysterieuses. 

Et ce service si penible et si bon fut tellement fidele; 
la fidelite de ce serviteur fut si enti^re que I'amour- 
propre n'en detourna jamais la moindre part, ce qu'il 
faisait pour Dieu le saint pretre le laissait tout a Dieu ; 
ce pauvre Cure de campagne, entoure de ses milliers de 
p^lerins, etait simple comme un enfant. Vous I'avez 
vu vous tous ici presents. Vous I'avez entejpdu ; n'est-ce 
pas la verite, la plus exacte verite ? Les temoignages 
les plus varies et les plus multiplies du respect et de 
I'admiration ne semblaient en rien I'emouvoir ; il benis- 
sait la foule comme s'il eut repu lui-meme la benediction 
de plus haut que lui. II voyait son image reproduite 
partout et de toutes les manieres, comme celle du 
patron, du saint de Tendroit, et il disait souvent, a cette 
occasion, un mot trivial et vulgaire que sa simplicite 
rendait sublime. 

' Euge ! serve bone et fidelis! Courage ! serviteur 
bon et fiddle.' Ces mots sont si vrais en parlant de 
vous. Courage ! — mais non, je ne le dis pas pour vous, je 
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le dis pour nous. Courage ! ne pleurons point comme 
ceux qui n^ont point cPesperance, Ah ! Pesperance est 
ici presque de la foi ! Permettez-nous en ce moment, 
mes fibres, de vous ouvrir plus intimement le fond de 
notre coeur. 

Providentiellement avert! du rapide progr^s de la 
maladie de notre cher et venere Cure d'Ars, nous nous 
sommes hate d'accourir ; nous recitions nos pri^res pen- 
dant le voyage; e'etait I'offiee de saint Dominique, un 
autre bon et fiddle serviteur. (1 Thes. iv. 12.) Comme, 
malgre nous, les paroles de la pri^re nous rappelaient 
sans cesse le souvenir du saint pretre que nous venions 
visiter 1 En union avec Jesus-Christ, chef de I'^gjise, 
nous aimons a penser en disant le breviaire au saint 
dont nous celebrons la fete. Saint Dominique etait 
avec nous de moitie dans nos prieres ; mais a tout in- 
stant nous voyions apparaitre aussi dans notre esprit le 
bon et saint Cure d'Ars. Nous disions, par exemple : 
* Domine quis hahUahity etc. Seigneur, qui demeurera 
dans votre tabernacle, ou qui reposera sur votre sainte 
montagne ? Celui qui vit sans tache et qui pratique la 
justice.' Ces paroles lui allaient si biea 1 et ces autres, 
Domine^ Dominua n>08ter. * Seigneur notre Dieu, que 
votre nom est adorable dans toute la terre I . . . . 
Qu'est-ce que I'homme, pour que vous vous souveniez 
de lui ? Vous I'avez place un peu au-dessous des anges : 
vous I'avez couronne de gloire et d'honneur.' .... 
Et mille autres paroles qui, dans leur application au 
serviteur de Dieu, nous touchaient, nous attendris- 
saient. 

A A 2 
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Et, quelques heures apr^s la mort du saint pretre, en 
disant la messe pour lui, k Tautel ou il etait monte si 
souvent lui-meme, les pensees de la veille nous re- 
venaient k I'esprit en lisant ces paroles qui suivent 
Tepitre : Emitte lucem tVAXm^ * e'est votre lumi^re et 
votre verite qui ra'ont conduit jusqu'jb votre montagne 
sainte et a vos divins tabernacles. mon ame, pour- 
quoi done etes-vous triste et pourquoi me troublez- 
vous?' Et ces autres de I'Evangile, Levaie oculos 
vestroSy * Levez vos yeux, voyez ces regions. Elles sont 
toutes blanchies des moissons qui les recouvrent.' Ces 
regions, c'etait pour nous le champ de la vie parcouru 
par notre saint Cure; nous les voyions couvertes des 
plus riches et des plus abondantes moissons, et notre 
ame debordait, elle deborde encore de confiance, de 
douce et sainte esperance. 

* Euge ! serve hone. Courage ! bon et fiddle serviteur, 
entrez dans la joie de votre Maitre.' L'esperance que 
fait naitre cette parole appliquee au saint Cure d'Ars, 
est deja par elle-meme une consolation, dans les tristes 
et solennelles circonstances qui nous rassemblent ; toute- 
fois, par une etude nouvelle et attentive du sens de ces 
paroles sacrees nous trouverons une consolation plus 
abondante et plus directe pour adoucir la rigueur du 
sacrifice que Dieu nous impose. Helas I ce sacrifice est 
bien grand 1 Nous avons tous perdu beaucoup ; on ne 
remplace pas le Cur6 d'Ars ! 

Dieu lui-meme, dans I'interfet de sa gloire, ne veut 
pas multiplier ces prodiges de graces et de saintete. 
La France entidre a perdu un pretre qui faisait son 
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honneur, et que Pon venait visiter et consulter de toutes 
ses provinces. Les pauvres pecheursl ah! qu'ils ont 
perdu, en perdant le Cure d'Ars ! II avait je ne sais 
quelles paroles entrecoupees de sanglote et melees de 
larmes, auxquelles il etait comme impossible de resister. 
Notre diocese a perdu beaucoup ; le Cure d'Ars etait sa 
gloire, il etait aussi sa Providence ; il avait commence 
a fonder I'oeuvre des missions, qui lui etait si chere. 
Plus de quatre-vingt-dix paroisses lui devront le bien- 
fait perpetuel d'une mission tous les dix ans. Combien 
d'autres oeuvres n'art-il pas encouragees, benies, aidees ? 
Votre eveque a bien perdu lui aussi ; il a perdu un 
p^re, un ami, un modele 1 Pauvre saint Cure ! il etait 
tout tremblant, la premiere fois que nous le vimes et 
qu il nous reput. Mgr. Devie et Mgr. Chalandon etaient 
id bons ! et ils etaient en particulier si bons pour lui ! 
On se preoccupe toujours un pen a I'arrivee d'un nouvel 
eveque. Puis, il avait tant de respect pour la dignite 
episcopale. Que de fois, sur cette place ou nous sommes, 
il est venu revetu de ses insignes de pasteur, au premier 
bruit de notre arrivee, et toujours il se prosternait a 
deux genoux, pour demander notre benediction, malgr^ 
les involontaires murmures qui, quelquefois, s'echap- 
paient de la foule, etonnee qu'une si haute saintete 
s'inclinat devant le simple caract^re de la dignite et de 
I'autorite. Mais le sentiment de crainte qui avait pu 
gener ses premiers rapports avec nous disparut bientot 
quand nous Teumes prees^ deux ou trois fois contre 
notre coeur, quand nous eumes serre ses mains venerees 
dans les notres, quand nous eumes bien fixe notre regard 
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dans son regard a lui si profond, si limpide^ et si donx. 
Ah I nous le croyons, nous en sommes sur, 11 ne fit plus 
que nous aimer, comme nous I'aimionB tendrement 
nous-meme. 

Oui, je le repute, nous avons bien perdu ; mais ces 
paroles, *Eiige! intra in gaudiuTa^ Courage! entrez 
dans la joie, doivent arreter, si non les larmes que nous 
versons, au moins nos plaintes, nos murmures, ou meme 
de trop vifs regrets. ' Courage ! serviteur, entrez dans 
la joie de votre Maitre!' C'est-a-dire, bon et fiddle 
serviteur, que votre journee est finie; vous avez assez 
fait, assez travaille ; venez, void votre recompense et le 
prix de vos labours. Et telle est la pensee qui s'empara 
de notre esprit lorsque, apr^ avoir b^ni le saint malade, 
prie avec lui et pour lui, nous fumes comme porte par 
le flot des fiddles en larmes jusqu'au pied de I'autel ; la, 
nous assistames aux pri^res publiques ; la nous enten- 
dimes un de ses fils bien-aimes, un de nos missionnaires 
qui restaient avec lui, demander un miracle pour le 
retour de ce pere venere a la vie et a la sante; et 
comme, malgre nous, nous ne pouvions nous associer a 
cette pri^re, nous nous contentames de nous abandonner 
et de nous unir a la volonte de Dieu. Eh quoi! 
disions-nous, il a tant travaille! il dirait, sans doute, 
comme saint Martin a ses disciples en pleurs, * Non 
recuso laboi^em, Je ne refuse pas de travailler encore ! * 
lui si bon, en voyant nos larmes, il eut consent! a vivre. 
Mais nous, vraiment pouvons-nous bien le demander? 
II est fatigue, epuise, il semblait ne se soutenir que par 
un miracle ; Dieu ne nous I'a-t-il pas assez longtemps 
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laisse ? Nous avons besoin de lui ; mais lui il a besoin 
de repos, il a droit a la recompense. Qu'il entre done, 
qu'il entre enfin dans ces joies de son Dieu. Intra in 
gaudium Domini tui! 

Et d'ailleurs, serait-il telleraent perdu dans les joies 
du ciel, qu'il ne puisse encore penser a nous, prier pour 
nous, et nous servir ? Le ciel est si pr^s de la terre, 
puisque c'est Dieu qui les unit I Courage 1 Courage ! 
Dans le sein de Dieu, ou il repose, le Cure d'Ars n'est 
pas t^ut entier perdu pour nous. Et voila qu'un aver- 
tissement salutaire, sorti de cette tombe et des paroles 
que nous voudrions y graver, viendra comme un premier 
bienfait nous rappeler k tons que le saint Cure d'Ars 
pent faire encore du bien a nos ames. 

Pendant sa vie, qu'eut repondu le saint Cure aux 
paroles que nous lui avons appliquees : ' Courage 1 bon 
et fiddle serviteur, entrez dans les joies de votre Maitre ? ' 
Le croiriez-vous, bien-aim^s fiddles, et dois-je vous le 
dire ? Oui certes, et je demande a Dieu, au nom de 
celui que nous avons perdu, que m'a parole soit tout 
^piscopale, tout apostolique. 

Non-seulement le bon et saint Cure eut repondu 
avec TEvangile : Je ne suis qu'un serviteur inutile, que 
m'appelez-vous bon et fidele ? . . . . mais encore il 
eut eprouve le desir, dirai-je la tentation, de se traiter 
plus sev^rement. C'^tait la une de ces peines secretes 
dont je vous ai entretenus et par lesquelles Dieu eprou- 
vait son serviteur : ^ Monsieur le Cure,' lui disait un des 
missionnaires, * comment pouvez-vous r^sister a la ten- 
tation de vaine gloire, au milieu de ce concours sans 
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cesse renouvele?' *Ah, mon enfant,' lui repondit le 
saint pretre, * dites plutot comment je resist e ^ la tenta- 
tion de crainte, de d^onragement, et de desespoir.' 
Etrange extr^mit^ de la grace de Dieu, qui nous ex- 
plique la persistance de ce bon et vener^ pasteur a 
vouloir quitter sa cure d'Ars pour mourir dans la peni- 
tence et la retraite. * Ah ! Monseigneur,' nous disait-il, 
il y a quinze jours a peine, * je vous demanderai dans 
quelque temps k me laisser partir pour pleurer les 
pecli& de ma vie.' ' Mais, mon bon Cure,' lui di^ons- 
nous, * les larmes des pecheurs que Dieu vous envoie 
valent bien les votres. Ne me parlez pas ainsi, je ne 
viendrai plus vous voir.' Et toutes nos paroles d'affec- 
tion et d'encouragement ne paraissaient pas le con- 
vaincre. 

n etait a ses propres yeux un pauvre pecheur; il 
redoutait la charge pastorale et craignait de I'avoir mal 
remplie. Les jugements de Dieu le faisaient trembler 
par moments. Les derniers jours de sa vie se sont 
passes dans un calme profond ; le mot divin avait ete 
sans doute murmur^ a son oreille : Euge ! Mais dans 
sa premiere maladie, dans cette sorte de mort par 
laquelle il plut a Dieu de le faire passer, il y a une 
quinzaine d'ann^es, pour donner a vos priferes une 
eclatante et si douce consecration, on put remarquer les 
perplexit^s de son ame. Et quel avertissement retire- 
rons-nous de cette revelation sur I'interieur du bon 
Cure? Ames timorees, ames trop craintives, si nom- 
breuses peut-etre au p^lerinage d'Ars, apprenez & 
resister comme le saint Cur^ a des craintes trop vives et 
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centre lesquelles vous pr^munit I'obeissance. Cette 
tentation fut pour lui le rie magnitudo revdcUionem 
extoUat de saint Paul. Dieu par ses frayeurs sanvait 
rhumilite de cette belle ame ; il donnait plus de merite 
au sentiment de confiance qui dominait apres tout dans 
sa vie ; il lui inspirait par la compassion et I'epreuve 
ces mots qu'il vous disait et qui vous ont fait tant de 
bien. Savez-vous quel baume secret s'attachait a ses 
consolantes paroles ? C'etait comme le parfum de ses 
larmea, de ses pri^res, en un mot, de toutes les gr^lces 
que Dieu versait sur cette blessure de son coeur qui 
etait aussi, qui est peut-6tre encore la votre. 

Mais vous surtout, ames indifFerentes, ames presomp- 
tueuses^ ames si rares dans cette pieuse reunion, mais 
que le retentissement de ces touchantes obs^ques pourra 
atteindre au milieu du monde, sachez-le bien, le Ciu-e 
d'Ars, le saint Cure d'Ars redoutait par moments les 
jugements de Dieu. 

Exemple eclatant donne a un si^cle oii Ton craint si 
peu, oil la crainte s'efiFace pour faire place non pas a 
Pamour mais a la torpeur, a TindiflFerence et a I'oubli. 
Oh ! quand done vous reveillerez-vous ? Quand done 
craindrez-vous, vous qui devriez tant craindre ! Quand 
ferez-vous serieusement la plus s^rieuse de toutes les 
affaires ? 

Pour vous, cher et venere Cur^, la tentation est finie, 
plus de crainte. Nous en avons la confiance, vous etes 
entr6 desormais dans la joie, le repos et la paix. Intra 
in gaudium Domini tui. 

Vous y avez ete introduit par cette M^re de miseri- 
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corde que vous aimiez tant et dont vous portiez le nom ; 
vous yavez et6 introduit par Jean-Baptiste, votre patron, 
ce saint si humble et si grand ; par sainte Philomene, 
votre patronne d'adoption, qui semblait revivre en vous 
et cacher son nom sous le votre, comme vous cachiez 
votre nom sous le sien. 

Ah ! de ce sejour de la gloire et du bonheur, veillez 
encore, veillez toujours sur nous. Char et guide d'Israel, 
laissez-nous votre double esprit de devoument au service 
de Dieu et de crainte temperee, dominee par la con- 
fiance et I'amour. 

Laissez-le a oette communaute de missionnaires qui se 
fait gloire des sentiments fraternels que vous lui portiez. 
Laissez-le a vos chers, a vos bien-aimes paroissiens 
d'Ars, qui ne se consoleront de vous avoir perdu qu'en 
pensant k vous, qu'en vous aimant chaque jour davan- 
tage. 

Laissez-le au clerg^ de ce dioc^e si saintement fier 
de vous compter parmi ses membres. 

Laissez-le a I'Eveque, si triste et si heureux en ce 
moment de parler de vous. Et sachez bien que le jour 
le plus beau, le plus desire de son episcopat serait celui 
ou la voix infaillible de I'Eglise lui permettrait d'ac- 
clamer solennellement, et de chanter en votre honneur : 
Exige ! sei^e bone et jidelis^ inira in gaudium Domini 
tui ! 
Amen. 
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CONCLUDING CHAPTEE. 

We have still a few remarks to make before we take our 
final leave of the Cure d'Ars. 

The reader of the preceding pages may perhaps be 
desirous to learn whether the extraordinary fame of 
M. Vianney has in s^j measure declined since his death, 
or if he is still held in the same reputation as ever in 
the Eoman Catholic world, and especially if he still 
lives in the hearts and aflfections of the devoted people 
amongst whom his lot was cast. 

In reply to the former of these questions, we think 
we may afl&rm that the reputation of the Cure d'Ars, as 
one of the most holy men, and one of the greatest saints 
of modern times, has been ever and constantly increas- 
ing since he closed his earthly career. We can indeed, 
ourselves, testify to the universal love and reverence 
with which he is regarded by his own countrymen. 

In the convent of the Sainte Enfance in Versailles, 
we were shown a large painting, representing the Last 
Judgment, in which the Cur^ d'Ars forms a prominent 
figure. He is represented in the act of ascending into 
heaven, whilst two angels are seen coming down to 
meet him, and bearing in their hands the crown with 
which they are about to encircle his head. 
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The nuns in this convent breathed the name of the 
holy CurS with the same feelings of love and reverence 
as though they had been speaking of one of the most 
exalted of their saints. We mention this not as a 
solitairy instance ; we believe that had. we visited any 
other religious community in France the impression 
made upon our minds would have been the same. 

In reply to the latter of the questions to which we 
have pointed as likely to suggest itself to the mind of 
the reader, we have been informed by friends who 
recently, in the year '66, visited Ars, in order to 
inform themselves on this subject, that they foimd the 
name of Vianney still on every lip, his memory still 
fresh in every heart. The people, indeed, appeared 
rather to speak of him as though he were still in some 
mysterious way present amongst them, than as having 
gone to his final rest. 

The popular faith in his power to work miracles was 
strong as ever. Everyone was full of anecdotes of the 
marvellous cures he had effected, as well as of praises 
of his goodness, his piety, his charity. 

The chapel in which so large a portion of his mor- 
tified life was passed is still lined with the crutches and 
other aids to the afflicted and infirm, which it is 
affirmed were left there by the patients who had gone 
up crippled and helpless, and who were immediately 
and, as it is believed, miraculously cured. 

We have said that the popular faith in M. Vianney's 
power to work miracles was strong as ever — we might 
have said stronger than ever. 
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, It is confidently believed by the inhabit^^nts of Ars 

I that already miracles have been effected through his 

intercession since his departure. One poor woman 
lately afiirmed — and apparently with entire faith — that 
her child, who had long been afflicted with a sad and 
hopeless malady, suddenly received a partial cure whilst 
^ she was making a pilgrimage to the grave of Vianney. 

She was fully persuaded that a further perseverance in 
this pious duty would result in its complete recovery. 
We have not since had an opportunity of learning how 
far the poor woman's expectations have been realised. 

A gentleman whom the travellers to whom we have 
alluded met in the neighbourhood of Ars — and who 
was well acquainted with the Cure — stated that he was 
a man of the most remarkable coolness of judgment, 
and by no means likely to be carried away, by the 
fervour of his imagination, to any extravagant practice 
or belief. We know not how far the reader may share 
in this opinion. We mention these facts simply as 
:♦ curious and interesting. 

To the Cure d'Ars himself it is of little matter 

whether his memory be applauded or contemned. We 

believe that he rests with the Lord. We carfaot but 

believe him to have been a true and most zealous 

Christian, in spite of those errors and superstitions to 

which, as a devout member of the Church of Eome, he 

I so fondly clung. To our own mind his happy and 

' peaceful end, the fearless and trustful spirit with which 

I he approached the final hour, would alone be sufficient 

I evidence of his sincerity. 
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But although we do not hesitate to express our belief 
in the true piety of M. Vianney, we are very far from 
agreeing with a statement which latdy met our eye, 
from an able pen, and a member of the Church of 
England : it was to this eflFect, * That in no other than 
the Church of Home could Vianney have effected so 
great a work, or made so deep an impression upon the 
mind of Christendom.' 

From our point of view, this is almost equivalent to 
maintaining that Christian truth, adidterated with 
error, and mingled with the fond fancies and extra- 
vagant superstitions of man's devising, is fitted to be 
more influential, and to make a more profound im- 
pression upon the hearts of men, than the pure and 
simple truth as taught by the Lord Himself and His 
apostles. 

It is, however, with quite an opposite error that we 
are more immediately concerned. We have known 
many devout Protestants to whom it would be hard to 
believe that any true Christian could exist within the 
pale of the Church of Rome ; many others who, though, 
from their superior education, they cannot be ignorant 
of the many distinguished Christians who have lived 
and died in that communion, are still far slower to 
recognise Christian piety in a member of the £oman 
Catholic Church than in one of their own, and who 
appear to regard their fellow-Christians in that Church 
as though they were responsible for, and had imbibed . 
by an act of will, those errors and superstitions which, 
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from their earliest childhood, they have been taught to 
believe. 

We cannot refrain from the hope that the perusal of 
the life of the zealous and self-denying priest, whose 
history we have sketched, may tend, in some, to soften 
these prejudices, and, it may be, to induce in their 
hearts feelings of more cordial sympathy and brotherly 
love towards those whom they esteem less favoured 
than themselves. 
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